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>> Crippled by a depress! ба at зе п after had атабогоп, sprint came andi 

>> decided to make use of the abandoned дает plotin my naa All winter I had 

>> “self-medicated” with various recreational chemicals, and had attended regular 

SEEN to little avail. Butthen .. .my GARDEN! The smell of earth ...1 had never 

»» gardened before, and yet I somehow knew whatneeded to happen. | coddled the 
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NR »»being.. еу баа ї l'experienmed a anything! more sacred than a carrot stiltagol from A 
>>the 55: ога tomato still warm from thegun. Thad to experience and celebratomy | % 
ту garden andininy body) tos ‚understand how sterile my relationship wi with-. 
| упад always been. And once you really start to think about. how, why, 
| 22 what, whi eand when you eat, it isn 'tlong before global issues come knoe 
>>your door. N activism grew inmy backyard gaiden.. .betweenthe k 
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7e Years of gonzo profits, the ad industry ¿Sin its biggest tailspin since the 
Pression, Industry journals like Ad Ag and Adweek keep talking about 
recovery, but in fact they” Coking outat an empty horizon It's wishful thinking 
~it’s spin. In fact, a number of trends and vec Point toa continual slide, 
The industry has been let dows И st the pulse. Let's put ir in 
Plain terms: the people do not Mant the ads. They are stressed by the myriad of 
Messages their brains are forced to absorb each day, They are Wortied about their 
Silden, who now take in more than 20,000 commercials every year, ccording to 
the American Academy of 


NTAL ENVIRONMENT Pediatrics, It’s like the story 

WILL WIPE TH Of the village green where 
5 every villager is allowed to 

Braze his sheep; each person 
adds to the herd until the landscape is ruined and шеген to all. Today, our 
exploited mindscape is that kind of tragic commons, Advertisers fill every inch of 
available space. The rest of us get а crowded, oppressive ment al commons that 
we know in our guts is close to collapse 

A series of recent studies confirme that all is not well inside our he ads (see 
"Toxic Culture," <www adbusters.org/magazine/36>) In the most intensive study 
done on changing rates of depression, an international team led by Myrna 
Weissman of Columbia University found that depression is becoming both more 
common and more severe, ane S striking at an earlier age. In the | 5, mood 
disorders have doubled since World War 11; if current global tr nds continue, 
mental illness will be more prev alent than heart disease by 2026 

There is no perfect data to link these effects to mental pollution, but we can 
Point to a growing ovement of mental environmental refugees. They seek out 


mo 
ad-free spaces in which to live; they use technologies like TiVo and Replay TV to 
р C 1 


bypass ads; they 8° on-line to avoid the traditional media They are the first mental 


vul Sayironmentalists, tracking their moods and Psychic pollutants with the same 


7 аст 


Passion that earlier generations brought to the battle for clean air, food and w ater, 
Advertising’s century has come to close, and the wounded industry i poised 
for comeuppance. Ad pundits keep hoping that “content-commerce convergence” 
and “branded entertainment” will Save them, but they only succeed in des pening 
the rebellion. In the end, ne needs another study to see the link between media 
clutter and mental health We live it every day. The only question that remains із 
how and when we will rise up and change the advertising industry game forever. 


Kalle Lasn 





Heardthe joke that in the future, everyone will have 15 minutes 
of privacy? For advertisers, this could mean the world of Steven 
Spielberg's Minority Report, with its retina-scanning Gap 
greeters, animated cereal boxes and billboards designed to 
read your body language and address you by name. Spielberg's 
protagonist isn't just evading the law. He's on the lam from a 
barrage of deeply personalized commercial messages. To the 
marketing industry, it's an optimistic scenario. 

Is there any real danger that we'll inhabit such a world, where 
clumsy mass marketing gives way to direct ads that target us 
wherever we go - via a system of interconnected networks? 

| Where corporations know each consumer's intimate needs and 

B desires? Why yes, says Rob Carscadden, president of a Canadian 
on-line marketing firm called Zaq Interactive Solutions. 
According to Carscadden, advertising is undergoing a 
"fundamental shift." 

Sure enough, personalized marketing technology already 
exists in rudimentary form. E-tailer Amazon.com can (somewhat 
imprecisely) recommend a new book or CD to you by cross- 
referencing your past purchases with those of “like-minded” 
shoppers. TiVo and Sonicblue sell personal video recorders that 


based services" - restaurant coupons and hotel 
recommendations, for example - to mobile customers. And 
we'll soon see the proliferation of microelectromechanical 
systems (MEMS), which can function as tiny sensors that 
connect consumer products to a wireless network. Someday, 
your pants may remind you that they need replacing. 

“Personalization” consultant Bruce Kasanoff sees a silver 
lining. Although individualized advertising will never supplant 
mass marketing, Kasanoff predicts it will reduce the consumer 
Clutter that now surrounds us all. Advocates envision a "orie-to- 
one" relationship between advertiser and customer - voluntary 
for the latter, and beneficial to both. The trick for corporations is 
to strike a balance between intrusiveness and helpfulness, 
between personal convenience and the right to privacy. Talking 
billboards probably won't fly. And ina perfect advertising 
Scenario, they won't be necessary. 

So, what do you prefer: that Nike hails you on your cell ph: 
or bombards you with street ads just like everybody else? 
Either way, you could be one of a million other suckers. But ‘with 
personalized advertising, there's a new twist- you're alone 
against the marketeers, in the crosshairs like never before, 


track individual user's TV-viewing habits in minute detail. Now 
that all cell phones in the US must be locatable by 911 operators, 
companies like Sprint and Verizon intend to beam “location- 





the essential bodily needs of most people in the western 
world have been fulfilled for decades. demand can only 
be maintained by a commodification of the sacred. . 





hours of TV each day, so it just 
isn't safe to cut them off cold- 
turkey while you drive upstate 
to grandma's place. Luckily, in- 
ar digital entertainment is 

y now the norm in minivans and, 
soon, most suvs. 

The near future? The “car 
theater.” Check the Mercedes- 
Benz S-class limo, with 
large-screen internet, TV and 
рур Systems for every rear- 
Seat passenger. Doesn't your 
Child deserve the very best? 
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I was driving my little Toyota Tercel down MacLoed Trail in 
Calgary, being tailgated by a man in a cowboy hat driving a 

Mc Yukon with Alberta plates. When he finally roared past 
me Isaw an American flag sticker proudly next to an Alberta 
flag sticker. Next to me in the right lane, a sickly looking man 
driving а transport truck full of fossil fuel spit his lit cigarette 
out onto the asphalt. To my left ап overweight young man was 
coming out of Wendy's with his dinner soaking through the 


brown bag. I rolled up the wi 


perpetually rotating. At that moment I felt like a prisoner 
trapped in a huge commercial where nothing seems natura 
or real anymore and all of the actors are slowly poisoning 
themselves, myself included... went home overwhelmed, 
and took а nap .. . fell asleep to the roar of traffic outside 


my window. 
Jamie Stone 








carbon-emission suffocation, industrial poisoning, 
ngineered pollution or nuclear winter, it'll be a world of bi 
dome rounded by wastelands —and that’s for those 
not wealthy enough to migrate off the planet. 
The New Tea Party 





AD ERTISING IS THE SEMIOTICS OF CAPITALISM 


insumer small change may be coming 
in the form of a cosmic reality TV show. According to inside leaks to the ad- 
industry press, the company is Currently in negotiations with the Russian Space 
Agency to buy a seat for an upcoming voyage into orbit. Executives at the 
Company are proposing a program that would see contestants competing for 
a spot on a future Soyuz shuttle mission scheduled for sometime in 2004. 
The price tag for the expedition? An estimated $15 million for the ticket and 
another $10-20 million to promote the event. 

If Pepsi follows through, it's in part because Coca-Cola raised the bar this year 
for corporate television sponsorship. Their success with the Fox hit American 
Idol could have TV viewers everywhere ‘watching more and more hour-long 
product pitches we&kly disguised as entertainment. > 

- Pepsi's latest twists its roots in other out-of-this-world marketing 
campaigns: In 1996, the Russians and Americans were enmeshed in a kind of 

3 capitalist star wars. As NASA's ‘Space shuttle Endeavor installed a Coca-Cola 
beverage dispenser for their crew, Pepsi-Cola was ‘shooting the first zero-gravity 
commercial at the Russian Mir space station.(The ad featured space-walking 
cosmonauts and a four-foot-high replica of a Pepsi can.) Pizza Hut gotin on the 
action a few years later when its logo tagged the side of a Russian rocket 
destined for the final frontier. With nowhere left to escape, this could be the first 
Sure proof that in space, nobody can hear you scréam. 
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Viewers now can see cryi 
Crying women 
en on Days of Our: | 
en 42 en! box of Kleenex- though elsi cl К 
amarketing deal between NBC and Kimberly Clark 
ly Clark. 


-Wall Street Journal 
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that brought you Hans Christi 
Denmark's Gratisbarnevogn site 


| fairy tale: The Little Logo Baby. Logon to 
b — with enough sponsor logos to pass 


and you can score a free baby carriage 
г. Why the infantile ad-creep? Market 


уз draws a crowd. 


thata baby in the public alwa} 
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1 heard on the news today that an attempt was being made to 
copyright the sound of silence. 


By email. 





Friends don'tlet friends become "friends." Could this be the rule for the 
second coming of the guerrilla advertisers? Pioneered by fin-de-siécle 
dotcoms desperate for mindshare, guerrilla marketing hit rock bottom by 
Sending undercover actors into bars and concérts to look cool while 
Promoting corporate brands. Now, the dirty tricks are back. This summer, 
posers appeared at US tourist sites and asked unsuspecting people to take 
their photo with the new Sony Ericsson mobile phone/cameras – an instant 
and covert product demo, 

Still, such bogus chumminess remains controversial, even among 

marketing flacks. Instead, companies are going in for "brand 
ambassadors” who openly wear corporate logos while performing random 
‘acts of kindness (AT&T) or offering to open doors and carry packages (Hyatt 
Hotels). So, next time a hip young thing offers a biscuit to your dog, look 
carefully for the telitale signs. 15 this a true human moment? Or keepin’ it 
eal, corporate-style? 


orporate interests have their way, it’s about to get even louder. In May, the Food and 
rug Administration put out a call for public comment on its advertising and labeling 
egulations. Why? FDA chief counsel Daniel Troy –а Bush appointee — says the agency 

reviewing these policies to protect itself against future lawsuits from drug, food and 
osmetics manufacturers. Troy has good reason to worry. In several recent cases, US 
ourts have ruled that current FDA regulations infringe on the First Amendment right to 
‘commercial speech,” the language used to sell products to consumers. 

What's ironic is that Troy built his legal career by launching First Amendment 
hallenges to the FDA on behalf of pharmaceutical companies and Big Tobacco. Now 
hat he’s defending the public agency he once tried to take down, will advertisers win 

ore freedom to downplay the side effects of an antidepressant and boost the dubious 
irtues of an energy bar? 

The drug cartels certainly hope so - ав do many free-speech advocates. In its official 
ubmission to the debate, the American Civil Liberties Union asked the FDA to “adopt 
n approach in its advertising and labeling regulations that is less restrictive of 
ommercial speech." Critics counter that looser FDA rules could endanger public health 
nd safety by unleashing a flood of misleading information about everyday products. 

'ommercial speech equals promotion, not education, they say; and besides, it doesn’t 
ake sense to turn a regulatory issue into a constitutional one. 

Further complicating things is the fact 

ас drug companies were among the 


АЙ 


ading contributors of “soft money” 
funds that do not directly benefit 
dividual candidates) to George Bush's 
residential campaign. With the deadline 
ог public input just past, it's too early to 
1 where the FDA is going with food and 
rug regulation. But any weakening of the 
gency's grip on commercial speech won't 
o unnoticed by the wider advertising 
orld. Somewhere, a billboard is clearing 
s throat. 
Nick Rockel 


<<<Yes, the poor corporations are still out 
there, fighting for the right to be heard. 
Behind closed doors, though, they're also 
making sure to shut folks up. For more than a 
decade, Adbusters has fought to get its TV 
subvertisements on the air. The result: a long 
legacy of systematic refusals - and 25 
censored subverts Still waiting for free 
expression, That day could be coming. in 
Canada; respected lawyer Clayton Ruby is 
now working on the case, and Adbusters is 
now оп the lookout foran American legal 
advocate. 
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| watched box after box of sample plastic 
bottles and caps come into the Estée 
Lauder office, just so we could see if they 
opened and closed as desired. Endless 
do-dads came in that month for a special 
Christmas Tommy Hilfiger set (junior-miss 
perfumed shower, soap, spray and hand 
cream) that would go in a box witha 
plastic molded insert to hold them on 
display. | did the math on how many 
testers they were running to perfectly 
design each component of the package, 
which would then be filled with toxic 
garbage, to then be mass produced for 
every department store and outlet in the 
US and abroad, to then be handed out as 
afree gift with every purchase of x 
amount of other wasteful, toxic products. 

| compounded that by the number of 
lines the company carries: Estée Lauder, 
Clinique, Prescriptions, Aramis, La Mer, 
Kate Spade, the list goes on and on. Each 
would be putting out gift boxes like this 
one. And then! called my temp agency to 
ask them to reassign me. 

Rose Evans 








(Jean-Marie) Dru argued that successful brands 
would have to invent some high-profile scheme for 
identifying themselves with liberation; they would have to 

identify and attack some social "convention" . . . and would have 
to align themselves with some larger "vision" of human freedom: 
From a longer perspective what Dru was proposing was the 

colonization by business of the notion of social justice itself. 

-Thomas Frank, One Market Under God 


DIESEL ‘АСТ! AD CAMPAIGN, 2002 





America is not what it once was, a nation of rebels who revolted 
against Britain, who invented rock and roll, whose soul lies 

in the Comanche, Apache and Sioux, whose GI's stormed in on 
D-Day, and whose awesome heritage reached its pinnacle 

with the Apollo missions and inspired the world to imitate its 
every trend. 

Now comes the heartbreaking period of decline, an era of 
hedonistic excess culminating in self-destruction through 
climate-altering and cancer-causing pollution, obesity, junkie 
consumerism, and the fostering of hatred through a foreign 
policy based upon the use of military force rather than intellect, 
wisdom and diplomacy. The government's security and 
intelligence infrastructure let America down, and we were raped 
on September r1, 2001. 

Now the world feels dominated by a self-imposed Big Brother 
who hands out billions in military and economic aid to less- 
than-democratic and human-rights-trampling nations such as 
Israel, Saudi Arabia and countless others. Raining munitions 
and claiming to be freedom fighters, we label any opposition 
as "terrorists." 

After initially supporting Iran, Iraq and the Taliban, 
America's hand was bitten, and now it's hard to find a friend 





besides that old stalwart Britain, whose own empire was lost. 
through similar imperialistic, domineering tendencies and a lack 
of respect for cultural differences. The world's two great powers 
are ruled by leaders who were less than democratically elected, 
Putin with the assistance of his old ков, and George Bush 
through West Palm Beach with its recount scandal, the help of 
brother Jeb, and the financial blessing of Enron. For comic relief, 
there is an oil tanker named Condoleeza, whose namesake is 
now a national security advisor to the president and a major 
shareholder in a certain oil conglomerate, as are most of the 
millionaire members of the American cabinet. 

This is all very depressing indeed. A bonfire of hatred is being 
stoked, and Al Qaeda plots among us as the suv-riding, buffet- 
feasting, Visa-charging rednecks lead us blindly into a fireball. 

DR. VENUS 
By email 











SETH WYNNE 





© United States Department of Justice 


‘HEADSHOT,’ BY MICHAEL WILSON FROM ‘POP PATRIOTISM," 
MOMENTA ART GALLERY, CURATED BY PETER SCOTT, 
BROOKLYN, NEW YORK, SEPTEMBER 2002 





When I first arrived, it looked like your 
standard American pastime. Almost 
every inch of the stadium was covered in 
ads. The people in the show were literally 
dressed in advertisements. The audience 
was made up of overweight, middle-aged 
beer swillers, entire families with mullets 
and motor-heads with corporate logos 
on their baseball caps. Nevertheless, 
they were here for property destruction, 
to howl with joy as the products being 
advertised were smashed to pieces. 

‘The smell of burning oil and diesel 
fumes was intoxicating, The sound of 
immense engines revving rose from the 
pit like demon voices. Down on the 
floor, monster trucks rolled over rows of 
cars exactly like the ones I sit in during 
rush hour. The guy next to me in the 
Harley shirt was screeching his voice raw 
in religious ecstasy, and I found myself 
infected with the thirst for destruction. 

As Isat there imagining myself 
swigging gasoline and rolling over 
midday gridlock, I felt sure that everyone 
around me was immersed in the same 
fantasy. They whooped as windshields 
shattered and rooftops crunched 
underneath enormous tires. The highlight 
of the show was the giant metal 














Tyrannosaurus rex that breathed fire 

and picked up cars, chewing them into 
wreckage. The announcer told some lame 
story about how this thing was built to. 
fight off evil mutant robots, but I knew 
what it really was. It was a creature 
summoned from our collective id to 
redeem us all by destroying the objects we 
worship every day. I realized this wasn’t 
just a sports event, but some strange form 
of neo-Luddite pornography. Better: 

it was an exorcism. 

Like myself, most of the audience 
probably spends hours each day 
commuting to and from work, trapped 
inside metal boxes and surrounded by 
other people trapped inside metal boxes. 
We spend our lives isolated behind walls 
of commodities in artificial environment 
cluttered with objects that we must clean, 
maintain and work 40 hours a week to 
acquire. Our identities are shackled to 
these status symbols, and especially to. 
our cars. At the monster truck rally, it's 
payback time. 

The ancient Roman coliseums filled 
with people who watched gladiators 
spill blood; our stadiums fill with 
people who scream encouragement to 
machines that devour other machines. 








Millions are spent every year to destroy 
cars on film or TY, to destroy buildings 
and run helicopters into one another. 
There's a destructive force inside us, 
and these entertainments only serve as 
acathartic release. 

How long will people be content to 
stay in their seats, to file back into their 
cars and drive back to their cubicles? 
How thinis the line between the spectator 
and the one who smashes windows, 

lights dumpster fires and overturns cars 
during a riot? After the show, the crowd 
seemed satiated. We wandered out to 
the parking lot ina daze, spent. Our fury 
had been whipped toa fever pitch and 
sucked out of us, to be deposited into 
the bank accounts of event promoters, 
Ticketmaster and Clear Channel 
Communications. Creeping along in 
bumper-to-bumper traffic leaving the 
stadium, well, you know what I wanted 
to do. Instead, I drove home and beat my 
toaster to pieces with a baseball bat. 


Jason Jensen 


FROM LEFT: COUNTER-STRIKE, SIERRA 
ENTERTAINMENT, INC. WORLD ONLINE VIRTUAL 
WARGAME CHAMPIONSHIPS, PARIS, FRANCE, 
JULY 2002. 








One day, a student was caught with a 
gun. The administration went on red 
alert. Ata high school surrounded by 
cow pastures and beautiful Hudson 
Valley views, a closed campus was to be. 
enforced. There would be guards at every 
entrance and, best of all, a full-fledged 
video surveillance system. All this in a 
district that barely squeezed the budget 
each year for teaching supplies, sporting. 
events and school buses. 

So there I was — а senior іп high school, 
treasurer of the Honor Society, student 
athlete of the year. Things were good in 
my world, but I was incensed. How could 
the district afford video cameras? How 
could they turn this school into a prison 
of sorts? How could they strip our rights 
under the guise of protection? If we were 
to be the recipients of these directives, 
why were we not being engaged with 
the issues? 

“We must do something,” we said 
around the track locker room. So we 
coined VOICES - Voicing Our 
Independent Concerns for Education 
and Society — and three of us decided to 
create an underground paper. It would be 
acompletely free space for people to 
voice their concerns. We each wrote one 





article, included the mission statement on 
the back page, and used a seething image 
оп the cover that compared our school to 
Sherman Air Force Base (our principal 
hada similar name). The paper was three 
double-sided pages in all. 

We brought the 800 copies to the 
principal before we distributed them to 
the student body. He looked at the cover, 
opened it briefly, and threw it back in our 
faces. “I think itis personally insulting,” 
he said, “but Lam not going to stop you 
from giving them out." At lunch time, 
we delivered the papers. 

More people commented on my 
misspelling of “principal” than anything 
else. “You didn’t have to do this boys,” 
said the superintendent. “My office is 
always open.” 

We had a couple of interviews with 
the local Times Herald Record, but no 
story ever ran- nothing happened. Then, 
two weeks later, something curious 
took place. 

Ina nearby school, another group of 
students released an underground paper. 
This paper, though, discussed destructive 
actions and threats against the school. 
Unlike us, the students hid their identities 
but were soon discovered. The story 





was plastered all over the media — articles, 
talk radio, even local TV. It was my 
awakening to the real role of media in 








We created a second issue, and people 
suddenly responded, eager for more, We 
felt like we had really started something, 
big, like we were really changing things. 
‘Then we received an article tearing into 
what the writer called “Femi-Nazis” in 
the school. It was terrible, We had sworn 
we would print anything but we couldn't 
decide, and voices died after only two 
issues. Then I graduated. 

I later discovered that every single 
thing that the administration wanted to 
do was accomplished over the next two 
years: monitors, guards, surveillance, 
all of it. We had only delayed it. We had 
not done our part. 

Like the rest of the nation, I spent 
years drowning in apathy. [fell into 
place within the system=a nice, cushy 
engineering job. But about a year ago, 
the concrete and bodies that fell from the 
sky also tore down the walls around the 
activist inside me. 

Now I’m just trying to regain my focus. 




















Dan Ueda 


ІТ. USED TO BE A JOKE, AND NOT REALLY A SUBTLE ONE: 
America™, the world’s “greatest democracy" reduced to a sales 
[тете of the same order as Burger King or Ben & Jerry's. But 
times have changed - по? - and the term Brand America is now 
lused without embarrassment or even irony. Branding is the new 
national megaproject, as serious as the guns-and-ammo war on 
error or the quest to inflate a new bull market. 

The challenge, as grand old айтап Allen Rosenshine has 
put it, is that millions of non-Americans are “still in the process 
of being taught to hate us.” Which suggests that somewhere out 
there, someone's doing the teaching. Professor bin Laden, по 
doubt, but who else? French farmers? Canadian bur 

This is the starting point of the Brand America project: that 
there is nothing wrong with the actual product. It's an image 
thing, It’s a brand position thing — “probably the most complex 
positioning problem of all time," according to marketing 
bluechippers Steve Silver and Sam Hill, writing in the Journal 
lof Business Strategy. The two men have had а first crack at the 
American “brand portfolio molecule," which shows America 
las a meta-brand composed of mega-brands, like a galaxy of 

xies. The chart is an ingenious confluence of layers. The 
larger the word (from tiny Amnesty Inte 
Rambo), the great nce to the 
Negative associations appear here in red, neutral in pale blue, 
positive in dark blue. Sub-brands also relate to one another 
(Levi's close to Marlboro, the dollar close to the flag) and are 
linked to Brand America by thick or thin lines, representing 
strong (Israel) or weak (UN) bonds. 

You could probably draw your own Brand America molecule.) 
lit might include Hiroshima, The Simpsons, serial killers, Sonny 
Rollins, the First Amendment and sweatshop labor. It might 
include prisons, police brutality, Michael Moore, the Mustang 
Ranch and Dr. Ruth. The molecule is an interesting object, 
la diagram of the way that a single person can simultaneously 
hold contradictory feelings about the US, such as a respect for 
entrepreneurship and a loathing of instant gratification, or 
pleasure in Baywatch and hatred of the “global policeman.” 


aucrat 


ational to gargantuan 


rits import “purchase decision.” 


But from a branding perspective, that complexity is not the 


point. The point is that each sub-brand can be massaged, 
[managed and manipulated to make Brand America stronger. 
Sell мту to kids in Uganda, and American democracy scores 
points for cool; move Playboy into China, and it's another 
feather of freedom in the Yankee cap. 

The struggle is to match the molecule to the target market, 
land Brand America’s warriors have done their polling 
news is that an estimated 900 million Muslims- more than 85 
percent of the Islamic world — disagree with the militant agenda 
of Al Qaeda and other violent fundamentalists. The bad news 
is that close to half of those people also distrust America. So the 
vay forward is apparently clear: keep spinning the people who 
lire open to American values, and try to “build the brand” with 
every Muslim that might not like George W. Bush, but also isn’t 
Jon Osama’s fundraiser mailing list. 

With the plan mapped our, the final step is message delivery, 
which is... complicated. The advice from Madison Avenue is to 
deliver this message consistently in word and deed." It's that 
“deed” part that’s sticky. The brand barons have settled on three 


The good 


big themes— opportunity, democracy and freedom = to sell 
America to the world, but the White House can't seem to get 
excited about democracy in Saudi Arabia, or opportunity in 
North Africa, or freedom in the Occupied Territories. “To 
the Arab world, the lack of a Palestinian state in 2001 is what 
axation without representation was to u: 
pollster John Zogby to Ad Age magazine. “You're not going 

о address it by using Julia Roberts to sell the West.” 

But we will try, and try again. “The propaganda war is the 
most integrated part of ће New War,” says Nancy Snow, 
author of Propaganda, Inc.: Selling America’s Culture to the 
World. “It’s the part of the war on terrorism that is probably 
the most hidden from view, but the most pervasive.” Since 
September 11, the brand warriors have created the Office of 

Лођа! Communications and the Coalition Information Center; 
scored а $520-million appropriation for overseas PR including 
a 24-hour, Arabic-language news network called Radio Sawa; 
land hired Charlotte Beers (the “queen of branding") as 
Undersecretary of Public Diplomacy. 

So how are sales? In January, Beers visited Egypt to start 
out Arab opinion-makers, who, it turns out, wanted to 
talk about American policy. Beers and her team preferred to talk 
about opportunity, democracy and freedom = hold the details. 

No matter how hard you try to make them understand, they 
Jon’t,” said one Egyptian newspaper editor in response 

Is it possible that a wrongheaded assumption is at work? Is it 
possible that Arabs are not being “taught” to distrust Amer 
but are learning that lesson through their own experience? 
Could it even be possible that the Arab world — in fact most of 
the world ^is more skeptical and more politically minded tha 
the average American? 

It might explain why the rhetoric of freedom and democracy 
[таз so quickly fallen from the radar. The real message is hard 


п 1776,” said 


ko miss these days, what with the beating of war drums and 
trumpeting of reveille. What song is America singing? Tune the 
dial to Nashville and listen to country music star Toby Keith 
belting out “Courtesy of the Red, White and Blue.” The song 
went to number one in the Land of the Free. 

Maybe they haven't heard it in Lebanon. Maybe they don't 
know the lyrics in Kazakhstan. But don’t worry. You can bet 
they're getting the message: 

You'll be sorry that you messed with the US of A 

"Cuz we'll put a boot in your 

It's the American way. 

James MacKinnon| 
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How has this state of affairs come about? 


How is it that the country that invented 
Hollywood and Madison Avenue has 
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such trouble promoting a positive image 


of itself overseas? 
-Congressman Henry Hyde 
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1 just had the pleasure, or displeasure, 
depending how you look at it, of reading 
your most recent issue over lunch 
[Adbusters #44). can’t swear that I'll 
never touch meat again, though it was 
powerful enough to make me pause 
between bites of my steak burrito. I сал 
swear, however, never to eat fast food 
again. I can't believe I used to pay for a 
patty of meat more than a year old. Just 
writing this makes me think about all of 
those poor creatures, each with a soul, 
living in those abominable meat-factory 
conditions, only to die a tortuous death 
so Ican eat flesh instead of legumes or 
tofu or whatever. Hey, maybe I can do it. 
JASON UPRIGHT 
Winter Park, Florida 


This last summer, I visited a good friend 
in Poland. We went to visit the Holocaust 
museum at Oscwiesm, also known as 
Auschwitz. We had just walked out of the 
gas chambers and crematorium, where 
bodies had been gassed, stripped of all 
valuables (shoes, clothes, hair) and 
burned. As we exited the museum, 
the unmistakable, sickening stench of 
burning flesh entered our nostrils — we 
were passing by the museum’s restaurant. 
It was chilling. Surely people's 
imaginations could not be so dulled as 
to not make a connection. Holocaust. 
They say human flesh tastes like chicken. 
А. РІК 
Edmonton, Alberta 





After reading your articles about the 
processed food we consume, I vomited 
and vomited and vomited. And then I 
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went into the backyard and measured 
outa patch of land to start growing my 
own vegetables, first thing this spring. 
RON FUSSELL 
Seattle, Washington 


In a magazine filled with pictures, stories 
and statistics about being overweight 
in America, you overlooked the most 
important solution: exercise. If you can’t 
stand up and run three miles at the drop 
of a hat, then you might as well kiss your 
ass goodbye. 
AUSTIN WORK 
Portland, Oregon 


Ithink you guys are doing a huge 
disservice to the overweight people of 
the world, myself included. I have spent 
much of my life stigmatized for being 
overweight, and frequently it is because 
of the misperceptions people have about 
obesity. People assume I must eat four 
bacon milkshakes a day. In reality, leat 
as much or less than most of the skinny 
people I know, I'm a vegetarian and I 
never watch TV. I am not slothful or a 
slob, I do leave the house, I never eat at 
McDonald's, and even better I don't 
judge people by their body type. 

COREY O'MALLEY 

Seattle, Washington 








In your attempt to address the irony of a 
population that is both overweight and 
starving itself through diets and anorexia, 
you inadvertently added to the media 
messages you claim to oppose. 

As long as commentary about the 
politics of food are wrapped in 
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assumptions about appropriate weight, 
health and beauty, standards become 
conflated in a way that is offensive to 
people of all sizes – and confusing to 
anyone who is trying to make informed 
and healthy choices about their food. 
SUZANNE LINDER 
Champaign, Illinois 


After I bought your most recent issue, 
Iwas again struck with a poignant 
sadness looking at the pictures of the 
hogs. Knowing that these animals are 
intelligent and that they are one of the 
most maligned creatures, the sadness 
became almost unbearable. I feel an urge 
to renew my dedication to animals and 
the planet. [have a corporate job as a 
receptionist in real estate. Гуе given up 
TV and the phone. My evenings are more 
quiet, and I spend them with my three 
dogs. With a diet mostly of tofu, kale and 
sweet potatoes, I eat compassionately. 
ANN HAWKINS 
By email 


Today I saw the unthinkable, The 
entire drive home I was behind “mobile 
advertising,” I couldn't believe it: 
advertising on wheels =a large truck with 
aglassed-in bed and mannequins, all 
with plush jackets on. 





BRENT MOORE 
Kanata, Ontario 


Federal guidelines in America now 
require that all analog television 
broadcasts be abandoned and that digital 
television, along with the new digital sets, 
be the method to the madness of the 
future. The requirements take full effect 
in 2006, only four years from now. 

As faras the media giants are 


concerned, all the old analog sets which 
receive antenna broadcasts will be 
obsolete. Anyone can snatch up the old 
broadcast antenna stations across the 
country at very little cost. Is it now within 
our grasp to take back the airwaves with 
little to no resistance from the powers 
that be? What will it be, the Greenpeace 
Channel? Global Justice News Network? 
Will we soon bypass the spectacle and 
get on with a truly capable democratic 
people's movement? Isa low-tech 
televised media revolution a real 
possibility within these next four years? 
GAVBRIELLE H. MORNINGSTARRE 
By email 


I didn't expect to find much of anything 
on this Earth after November 23 of last 
year. On that Friday morning, the day 
after Thanksgiving [Buy Nothing Day], 

I set myself on fire in the center court of 
the upper deck at Cherry Vale Mall. If my 
handcuffs had fit around the guardrail I 
probably wouldn't have made it out alive. 
Iwas burned over about a third of my 
body and required extensive treatment, 
including an airlift. I was unconscious 
fora month and still in pretty bad shape 
when I woke up. For a while I couldn't 
walk, talk or eat. 

After the hospital processed me, I was 
sent to a mental health institute for the 
next four months. It was hell, but my 
mother did take me for a couple outings = 
one to see A Beautiful Mind, and another 
toa fire-station-theme burger joint called 
Beef-A-Roo (this despite the fact that Lam 
a vegan burn victim). The court fined me 
and put me on parole, and now I'm free, 
on social security, and trying to get settled 
with a healthy direction. 

In the local Rockford daily I was 
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431 Want You to Curb 


mostly painted as a madman. This was 
in large part thanks to my mother, who 
trivialized my issues by painting them as 
psychological rather than political. The 
paper could have remembered the letter 
of mine they printed one month carlier. 
Or the editor could've remembered the 
hour-long radio interview he once did 
with me. 

I did have connections with a lot of 
anarchist groups through my publication, 
Burning Sensation. The zine evolved from 
a message of Gandhian anti-materialism 
that begged people to stop consuming, 
into a message of biocentric “green 
anarcho-nihilism” that urged people to 
destroy the tools of destruction. The 
message, ultimately, was that = for the 
sake of future lives - the best thing we 
can do is live a wild life, fighting ecocide. 
The main reason I’ve written is to say 
thanks. It’s nice to know that others want 
to make the world а better place to live. 

RICHARD LEWIS 
Rockford, Illinois 


Being an American today is like being a 
toc on a bully's foot. Sure, the shoe is 
comfortable, and you don't get stepped 
on very often, but you always live in fear 
of kicking the wrong person. 
JJ. 
By email 
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THE GROUNDSKEEPER APPROACHED AS 
he noticed that I was taking pictures of 
the railings and benches that surround 
the office complex and park he had 
obviously worked so hard to keep tidy. 
What had attracted me were some out- 
of-the-ordinary large knobs that had been 
welded into place to keep skateboarders 
from doing their usual tricks. As the large 
man came near, I thought he might 
question my motives, but as it turned out 
he assumed that I was equally concerned 
about “youth on the loose." After all, 
without these knobs and stops the kids 
would continue to damage our carefully 
manicured public garden. With a great. 
deal of pride, he told me how he had 
designed and welded together these 
knobs not an easy task considering that 
you can’t (yet) buy a manual on how to 
stop skateboarders from playing with 
space. His aesthetic aim, he said, had 
been to integrate these otherwise 
extraneous objects into the general feel 
of the existing architecture. 

In the early part of the 18th century, 

a landscape architect called Charles 
Bridgeman came up with the idea of the 
“ha-ha” for the English landed gentry. 
The ha-ha was а ditch engineered to 
replace the fortress-like walls that 
blocked landowners’ views of the 
landscape. This simple device was made 
to ensure that a private estate would 
remain safe, despite its new “open” 
appearance, from riff-raff such as 

stray cattle, peasants and weeds. By 
re-inventing the moat at a moment when 
a new ruling class needed to assert its 
cultural logic, Bridgeman became 

one of the most influential makers of 
visual culture. 

Horace Walpole, the great chronicler 
of Britain’s social and political history, 
once referred to the ha-ha as “the capital 
stroke, the leading step to all that has 
followed.” Perhaps the knobs and stops 
being made in reaction to the 
uncomfortable relationship between 
private and public property today should 
be seen in the same way —as the lead 
to a new chapter in the history of 
urban geography. 









































Text and images by Patrik Andersson. 
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[АТ LAST WE'RE GETTING DOWN AND DIRTY WITH THE NEW 
ldystopias. George Orwell's 1984? So ‘80s. And Brave New 
World? A little over the top. Bring on The Matrix, bring on 
Minority Report sleek visions of a seamless, fiber-optic 
apocalypse. Bring on David Brin's Transparent Society 





echnologies.” Everything, in other words, from here to infinity 
How would it work? Internet service providers and 
telephone networks would be compelled to make their systems 
Enfopol-compatible. That idea also has roots in America, 
vith the Communications Assistance for Law Enforcement 
Brin, a sci-fi author turning his hand to non-fiction, wrote |Actof 1994. It is hard not to imagine Enfopol and Echelon 
a few years ahead of his time. The Transparent Society came eventually overlapping asa perfect global framework for total 
out in 1998, predicting a day (coming soon!) when we would tech surveillance 
live 80 percent of our lives under different kinds of surveillance There are weaknesses to any watchdog system, of course, 
Не had no foreknowledge, of course, of September п or the and London-based Privacy International identifies the big one: 
Washington sniper, and he wasn’t particularly paranoid. He 
just understood the logical outcomes of power and technology 
Already it’s hard to tell when we step through to the 
Surveillance mirror-world. If you belong to buyer's clubs ar 

























Perfect surveillance requires perfect identity." Here again, 
technology is riding to the rescue. On the table for public 
lebate and please remember that you're either with us or 
you're with the terrorists – are DNA databases as well as fing 
hand and eye scans, which can identify each of us as unique 
individuals, There's nothing sky-is-falling about such 
pronouncements. “Biometric identifiers” are already in use in 
Spain's social security system and Jamaica's elections, and are 










places like Wal-Mart and Safeway, your shopping patterns 
аге being followed, cataloged and in many cases sold for the 
purpose of personalized advertising. In England, it is now 

the norm to live under closed-circuit TV cameras. Airports in 
Canada are introducing retinal scanners to recognize frequent 









lunder consider 
flyers. Baby-sitters work in front of the webcam, while redit cards 

telecommuters have their keystrokes and phone calls recorded 
land analyzed. In certain global hotspots, you can be 
stroboscopically photographed from outer space. What does it 
add up to? Surveillance 15 percent of the time? Twenty percent? 





tion for Russian banks and some European 














All these future-shocks are spooky, but the spy games are 
nothing compared with the head games. What's emerging is not 
only surveillance, but a surveillance culture in which we are 



















not only the watched, but the watchers as well. Surrounded by 






That's just small potatoes. While we don’t often hear of it, a increasingly accessible cameras, tracking systems and wiretap 
system has been in place for years across most of the English 
speaking world that reputedly allows government agents to 
[intercept virtually any phone, fax, email or radio transmission "What you have isa level of surveillance that was really 


land search its contents for red-flag words (Osama - hiding – 


networks, we give up on resistance and wonder if we might play 







Big Brother ourselves. 





unwieldy in an analog world — I mean, if you were the CIA 





ave - Uzbekistan). The Echelon system, developed by the maybe you could mount this sort of surveillance, but even then 
National Security Agency, is intended for global, not domestic, Wir would be difficult to do. In a digital world it’s either here now 
espionage, but that line blurred and disappea 


2001. And in any case, a bigger, badder model is in the works. 












red one day in or coming soon: a kind of pervasive, blanket surveillance at 








relatively low cost.” So says Richard Smith, a technology 







Enfopol 19 be 





gan as a European-variety Echelon, and it is researcher in Vancouver who manages <unveillance.com>, 
[intended for domestic surveillance. If carried forward, Enfopol 
[vill be capable of intercepting everything from pager messages 
to digital radio; it would apply, in fact, to 


lin existence" and “to future additional telecommunications 









la surveillance watchdog site. 
And so we have begun to watch each other, our families, 






new technologies even ourselves. We do it casually, alert to any hint of Al Qaeda 













kympathies, eco-anarchist outrage or a suspicious knack for 
Isharp-shooting. And we do it technologically, turning the 
hvebcam on the sitter (who gets fired in 70 to 8o percent of cases, 
according to the Kinder Guard corporation), the granny-cam 
lon our aging relatives, the hanky-panky cam on our spouse or 
kids. With the next leap of webcam technology 






cheaper, 





harper, smarter – the personal, private cameras will flourish. 
Some will have real-time audio; some will be maneuverable from 
password-protected websites. Finally, like the security guards 
raring at banks of TVs in the mall, we will be able to live in a 
[dozen virtual frames at once, keeping an eye on whatever we're 
[Тоо far away to touch. We can move another baby-step towards 
















lomniscience, and all we lose in exchange is life in the moment, 
lı sense of the real, and the last vestiges of the freedom to trust. 


James MacKinnon 
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1 LOVE AMERICA AND AMERICA LOVES ME 
-JOSEPH BEUYS 


Freedom 


THE UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT OPERATES UNDER THE 
loak of *ensuring freedom,” but exactly what that freedom 

looks like we can never be sure. We know that it isn’t free-that 
уге must defend freedom. And we are told that our enemies hate 
freedom, which implies that the terrorists are after something 
other than what we're defending. What could they be seeking 
but their own version of freedom? What might that version be? 
Is it possible that we share with them the same idea of freedom? 
After all, both the United States government and the Al Qaeda 
network flourish in the same capitalist system, both claiming to 
represent their respective peoples and acting at the expense of 
those peoples. 

Politicians clothe the word *freedom" as if it were a material 


lobject, a fixed quantity to be given or taken, bought or sold. 


Inherent to this clothing is the notion of equality — that all people 


are equal and therefore equally free. That may be true with 
spect to moral obligations to one another, but people are 
пос the same. Every individual is of different value to different 
people, and those values are always changing. Points of view 
hift with experience 

The word “freedom” represents an abstract quality that is 
I 
external or internal, which determine how free we are. 
Materialism ignores the internal restraints. Materialism deems 
anything metaphysical “not real." In other words, it denies the 
existence of the opposite of being. To abide by the doctrine of 
materialism is to starve the spirit пом a common practice 
throughout the world. 

Global capitalism expresses materialism clearly. It defines 
freedom as the license to accumulate as much material wealth 
las possible. The definition fails because of the world's finite 


nced subjectively. Each of us faces particular restraints, 


resources. The basic rules of fractions guarantee that the 
inevitable hoarding of resources by a small number of people 
will restrain a large number of others from access to water, food 
land shelter. The “economic boom” of the last decade consisted 
lof a prison population boom and a boom in the gap between 
rich and poor. It seems capitalists seek to eliminate the very 
freedom that they purport. Their system has cornered over a 
billion people in desperate poverty. Minoru Yamasaki, chief 

hitect of the World Trade Center, once said that “world 
trade means world peace.” If that were true, his towers would 
till be standing, 

A people who share the belief system of their government 
sustain that government. It is а sign of democracy. Yet 
most countries, including America, аге not democracies. 


We Americans like to say that we live in a democracy, just as we 
like to say that each of us is free. On paper this is true; in reality 
it is far from the case. It is our materialistic culture that sustains 

our government. People have come to see the rich as free — or at 
least as most free — and so naturally emulate them. By emulating 

he rich, we serve them, nourishing an ego-based culture of 
Violence, self-help and designer drugs. We are pitted against 

ch other, fighting to surmount a pyramid with its peak lost 
їп the clouds. 

When someone asks me what do, I say that I write poetry 
Usually there are questions. What else do you do? Do you make 
any money? People ask because they want to know how I'm 
pursuing freedom in our economic system. Some people can’t 
lunderstand why I would bother to write poems аг all, given that 
here is little financial reward. 1 have a hard time explaining 

hat I have chosen to seek freedom internally. 

Change is not a public matter, but a private one, The 
individual must practice self-discipline, which is difficult and 

ounter-intuitive within our consumer culture, We tend to look 

outside ourselves, at the material world, rather than inside, 

at the non-material. To discipline others is easier. To focus on 
the wrongs of another provides an escape from the self and 
is therefore а more comfortable practice. It is preferable to 
make law, to impose restraints, to “regulate,” to transfer 
responsibility to a standard, written rule. It is easier not to 
govern oneself. 

Meanwhile we stumble indifferently, waiting for permission 

о be free, waiting for the official word. On Late Night with 
David Letterman in September 2001, television anchorman 
Dan Rather said, “George Bush is the President. He makes the 

decisions, and, you know, as just one American, wherever he 
wants me to line up, just tell me where. And he'll make the call." 

Pm not Dan Rather. Pm nota puppet. I’m not going to war. 
The war I must fight is inside myself. As just one American, 
[Il be here in Philadelphia, trying to live my life. 

Ryan Eckes 


High school students in the US may soon have to pee in a cup in order to join the school 
chess club or debate team. In July, the US Supreme Court gave public school authorities 
the green light to conduct random, suspicionless drug testing of students who want to 
participate in extracurricular activities. 












Try to picture the universal living room — the one you might find in 
Moscow, Russia, or Moscow, Idaho; in Kingston, Ontario, or 
Kingston, Jamaica. It’s probably a lot like my living room а 
welcoming milieu that | wouldn't characterize as corporate, or 
branded, There's no Ikea here, no Pier 1, no pseudo-Picasso prints in 
cheap frames on the walls. Perhaps this explains why my flatmates 
find the room so... unplugged. That is, not hooked in, not wired. 
The room is dead most of the time, or to be precise, asleep most of 
the time, Conversation within its walls is all but nonexistent; no 
games are played, no one's hanging out. The room’s just plain off. 
What brings the room to life requires only the briefest human touch, 
however. With the push of a finger on a remote control, an electrical 
surge blasts the circuits of the TV, turning the screen alive and the 
walls aglow in blue. The room suddenly becomes a people attractor. 
Conversation can be heard, and laughter. The TY, it seems, is the 
great social mediator in our household, as I suppose it is in many of 
the world’s households. To be without it is to be without our one 
shared community, without our shared friends - the beautiful 
people of TV world. When it comes on, the room shrinks to the size 
of the glass screen and a limitless, dynamic other-world opens up. 
We plop ourselves down, plug in, exert our remaining powers over 
the remote control, and interface with the one great human space 
that we still do share. 





























Richard DeGrandpre 
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Louis Camilleri, ско of Philip Morris, hasn't really been looking his best. His eyes are 

tired; his face looks pinched. But no, it isn’t a sudden crisis of conscience over the five 

million people who die each year from the effects of cigarette smoke. It’s the fact that, 

in October, PM gor hit in court with the biggest fine in legal history. Betty Bullock, 

a 64-year-old Californian diagnosed with lung cancer in February 2001, be: 

company in court, and Philip Morris was stung with $28 billion in punitive damages. 
Twenty-eight billion. To understand that number, picture a small city of 28,000 

people. Now picture every single person in that city winning a million-dollar lottei 

Теза staggering amount. A bone-crushing amount. But here's another way to look at it: 


$28 billion is slightly less than one-third the amount spent yearly in the US on health- 
care costs related to smoking, 
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Yes, Philip Morris will appeal, but shareholders are already nervous and juries show 

no sign of taking the pressure off Big Tobacco. In the end, though, it doesn't make 
to keep handing damages to plaintiffs. What makes 
corporate death sentence for Philip Morris. 

“At this point it's really open season on the industry,” says Richard Daynard, chair 
of the Tobacco Products Liability Project. But you can always count on PM to fight 
back - and hard. The company is responding to the historic fine by spending a billion 
dollars on marketing: $600 million in US price discounts and $350 million in 
worldwide promotions, all in only the last quarter of the year. 

It’s а call to arms for culture jammers everywhere. Open up your bags of tricks = 
there's never been a more important time to roll out the meme cannons and uncool th 
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"You don't need that tonight." Giff Dointed to my Scores with a genuine golf pencil, Mohawk hithis 
Skateboard, Поокед in the back of ti ? ball high and long, Straight for the Lexus, but it got 
“We're going golfing?” Two Caught in an enormous American йа; 
full-on gear: poofy Shirts, the Windshield of an eggshell-white F 
dangling from their shoul y і, "Fuck," Said Mohawk, 
expecting an answer. 
gloves, golf 5 "What?" Giff said “Natural hazard,” 
One of them hada Mohawk Deadpan's Бај hooked far into the adjacent lot of 
"50 И shall bea foursome then." Giff Puton one of Honda Civics, taking out a taillight. 
those Silly knitted h; le steel garage door, "Sand trap!” Giff yelled. "Two-stroke penalty." 
idn’ vanandas we Deadpan's expression remained unchanged, though 
he hucked his Club into the. bushes, 
Itwas my turn, and the driver Suddenly felt heavy Е 
in my hand. Iknew we Were playing what any guidance 
Counselor would Call a “trust i 


t, Giff shouted, and teed up. laligned ту club with the ball, 


à beautiful night fora round? 


back- and missed completely. My second try 
“Most Certainly,” said one, his voice a perfect deadpan, Connected but fel into the scrub brush at the base 
Of the lot's Chain-link fence, 


"You're thinking too much about What's right in front 
The SUVs sat in front of us, І" Giff said, ^^ Ty thinking about something else, 
Soldiers, Every ding, dent an +», the sound of breaking glass." 
be clearly seen, il 


“Exquisite,” Said the mohawk 


er. Giff. Stayed 


iting down Jared Maher 
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WELCOME TO THE NEW WORLD, A WORLD IN WHICH NATIONAL 
land regional differences have been exchanged for uniformity 
A world where, in the midst of a wave of international 
communications, we have returned to a lack of communication 
betwe 
America comes from commercial globalization - the gatekeeper 
lof modernity 

Globalization offers many things, from how to dress to how to 
peak. In all of Latin America we now speak Spanglish, a dialect 
which will transform itself into a language. Already, Spanglish is 
the natural and fluid language of the Mexican politician 

The North American empires offer franchises, which extend 
themselves to produce the illusion of cities. Self-knowledge has 


» nations. In this world, everything that we share in Latin 


been reduced to self-help manuals. The entertainment industry 

enjoys unbridled promotion, from Star Wars to Spiderman, and 

childhood has been reduced to Pokémon. It seems the only safe 

thought is one that simultaneously occurs in one million brains. 
Also at play is the unlimited attractiveness of seeing oneself 

І columns. Celebrity now ranks 


las sanctity, and the sensation of closeness to the exceptional is 


in pictures in the planetary soc 


miraculous (witness the death of Princess Diana). Childhood has 
been monopolized to incredible degrees, with the entertainment 
[industry deciding what is fun and what is borin 

even educates on femininity, with the sensualization or de 


The industry 


sexualization of Barbie. Animated cartoons, eternally dependent] 
lon high-tech computer science, construct ways of life that 
closely mirror the American ideal. 

But it is not so much, and not so little. Globalization also 


changes cultural awareness. It diversifies and disperses 


information in fields like bioethics, and combats neoliberalism, 
Lis witnessed in Seattle and Washington, DC. If books by John 
Grisham are sold worldwide, then there is also a vast audience 
for Garcia Marquez, Saramago, Tabucci, Vargas Llosa and 
others. Globalization has an extraordinary dimension as а 
[means of combating intolerance. 

The Latin American cliché identifies cultural globalization 
and the triumph of the entertainment 
industry. Instead of the Bolivarian! host, we have Spielbergian 


wich media power-cente 


cinema and digital images. Fashion renews itself every six 
months, and points out what “rock” is worth listening to, what 
movies are worth talking about and what erotic symbols are 
how acceptable. At play isa collective imagination yearning for 
Beverly Hills, and a religion of special effects. We are a mass 
culture, whose national variants are a mere concession of local 
hegemony and the crime of the week. 

I'm describing a semi-apocalyptic landscape, and it is true 
that there are exceptions. But these filter through degraded 
economies and the terrorism of poverty, one of the cruelest that 

an exist. 

Globalization: what a beautiful word. Once again, the burd 
lof key —almost totemic — words is proven. Globalization: the 
word is applied ritually and dogmatically, without ever having 
ito specify what comes at the end of the story. In fact, we can 
frequently read that we are already “globalized.” 

National customs, meanwhil 
Lire so local that they think in only one language at a tim: 
We can no longer belong to the same family. We have lost our 
nt identity, and now occupy a minor spot in the so-called 


re sadly sectarian. Customs 


nci 


free market. We hold a ticket in the postmodern gallery. Local 
is dead; long live global. But seeing globalization as the only 
nourishment to be taken from the history of the 20th century is 
a fantastic abolition of the past 

Maybe this abolition is the reason that businessmen, 
technocrats, communicators and politicians feel so globalized. 
Their reasoning is implacable. High technology is the vanguard 
lof humanity. Humanism may have been valuable, but can now 
ре disregarded. If God had wanted us to be singular, he would 
пос have conceded us the ability to invent the World Bank and 
the internet. 

Let’s see how we can handle it. 

If globalization is inevitable, what balances are being 
onsidered? The cultural policy of the Catholic church is too 
late, with its censorship and prohibitions. Few projects have 
'ome from the private sector, civil society and political part 
How have we advanced, for instance, a Latin American market 
lof literature or cinema? Or the effective development of public 
? Or the systematic spread of theatre, music and 
painting? In cultural matters, measly budgets show the 
government's disinterest and lack of social demand, but so, 


luniversitie 


Коо, do the efforts to make tradition more presentable by 
“modernizing” it 

Technology is the true religion of the current times. When 
people talk about the return of faith, I think of young men in 
front of computers, not churches full of people. This is the great 
ultural leap in Latin America: the power of technology, which 
replaces antique trusts, informs powerfully, moves mentalities, 
extends notions of tolerance, and translates into a system of 
both inclusion and exclusion. He who does not surf the web is 
[more anachronistic than his predecessor from 20 years before 
ћућо failed to visit Disneyland.? 

And what does this mean in societies that are held back in 
the field of high-tech? In a rather strange sensation, they will 
be globalizing from the outside – participating in globalization 
as external elements. Mexican writer Alfonso Reyes once wrote, 
|" We arrived late to the banquet of Western civilization.” 
Today we might say, “We arrived just in time to watch from 
ringside seats. 


From a lecture by Carlos Monsivais, Mexican journalist and 
writer, at the Second International Summit of Radio, San Jos 
Costa Rica, July 23, 2002. 





35-1850) isa South American hero who dreamed 

a unified Latin America. 
In the early 19865, a visit to Disneyland was considered essential to 
whether or not a person could be considered a part of the Mexican 


upper class. 
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There’s strong sense of a downward spiral, even a sense of an 
end-time. The movement towards homogenized, globally 
uniform life seems irreversible, and the last couple of decades 
have been marked by a postmodern destruction of meaning. The 


World Health Organization now ranks depression the fourth 


most important health problem; by 2020 itis expected to be 

number one. 

Î The feeling can take an apocalyptic form. With the extreme 
popularity of Tim Lahaye's Christian fiction, armageddon is 
never more than an overnight delivery away. Actually, there's 
nothing new about Left Behind and the rest of Lahaye's the 
rapture-is-coming novels. Compare the mid-19th century 


a world did end at about that time; 
industrial society was closed out. 

And there are secular counterparts to Lahaye’s best-selling 
books of revelation. A major sensation in late-90s France, 
Michel Houllebecq's Particules Elémentaires depicts a 
completely exhausted, hopeless humanity on the eve of the 
millennium. The canon has only grown. Arthur Herman’s Idea 
of Decline in Western History remarks on the “tremendous 
upsurge” of cultural nihilism. Other titles extend the theme: 


IIntellects, Cultural Pessimism (subtitle: Narratives of Decline in $ 


ithe Postmodern World ), Roads to Dystopia. 
How deep are the roots of a heading-for-disaster zeitgeist that’ 


Those of us in the growing “primitivist” or “green anarchy” 
branches of the anti-authoritarian movement see the crisis as 
10,000 years in the making. From the beginning, civil 
been destructive. A string of deserts now stretches almost 

fter the original 


lesertification in Greece, the Middle East and North Africa. The 
topsoil itself, a substance of sensuality and mystery, continues to 
cumb in so many places, including North America. 
The endless, restless transformation of all life may now be 
rapidly entering its terminal stage, enveloping everything, 
ording to its inner, ruling logic. As deep ecologist Paul 
Shephard said, the step to genetic engineering and human 
cloning is implicit in the first step toward domes 
ion of nature. Our very immune systems are being 
Bbludgeoned — witness the upsurge of infectious and degenerative 
mong humans, animals and plants, We owe so much 
punishing service to the system, as technology (cell phones, 
beepers, laptops) keeps us ever more on-the-job, all the time. Jill 
'Andresky Fraser’s White-Collar Sweatshop is only the most 
recent warning of the pain and anger that accompany the fetters 
of the American Dream. Today's regimentation, standardization 
апа manipulation began a long time ago. 
What we need now is the will and confidence to transcend a 
passive attitude about our deteriorating circumstances. Already, 


pessimism is only a first, if necessary, withdrawal of faith. 
Philosophy, born of disappointment, must carry us through 
топ critique to vision to resistance. In order to love we must 
survive; in order to survive we must fight. 


Jobn Zerzan 














| went to see Lewis Lapham, the Harper's 
editor, speak the other night at Powell's. 
|| have been all wound up about the War 
эп Weapons of Mass Destruction (by the 
people who invented Weapons of Mass 
Destruction) and I was looking forward to 
hearing what Lewis had to say. It was a 
Eell-out crowd, turning people away, 
xcitement in the air. People looked smart 
and energized and passionate. 

So Lewis speaks for a while, people 
lask questions, he signs some books, and 
somehow I left depressed? The same 
arrogance and smugness on Our Side as 
lon Their Side. The same anger, the same 
Violence, the same self-righteousness. More 
гају talky talky. Somehow it doesn't seem 
like our current conundrum will be solved 
by the same old tactics - putting the smart, 
pithy guy at a microphone or using our 
intellects to analyze and solve the problem. 
Anemic peace rallies. “LET IRAQ LIVE” 
buttons. Lam impatient and not satisfied 
with our methods 

Maybe the struggle should not be How 
Do We Get Them To Think Like Us 
whoever Them is, Bush or Saddam or the 
guy in the suv - but how do I, little ol’ me, 
һом do I live ап integrated life within this 
kiis-integrated culture? How do live a life 
lof meaning and joy and gratitude and 
laughter and uprightness in the face of, 
їп spite of, everything that surrounds me. 

Maybe just а bunch of people doing the 
best they can individually is our best shot 
ıt turning thing around. But that’s sort of 
out of our hands anyway 

So no more First Things First 
Imanifestoes for me. Fewer speeches. Гат 
Feeling just barely capable of figuring out 
Imy own path; I can hardly consider myself 
adequately equipped to square up our 
whole profession. 

So where am I? This might give a clue: 
| gave the worst speech of my life in San 
Francisco a few months back. They all 
ame to hear wisdom about sustainable 
onsumption or at least get a little 
inspiration from seeing some big expensive 
[Nike ads, but all I really wanted to do was 


Earlier that day, from the roof of the warehouse, we had watched the setting sun peel 
away like an orange as the industrial steam rose in sour strings. “Just two black dots 
over the eyes,” she explained, "and some prison-bar lines over the mouth. There wasn't] 
anything political about it really. ! just wanted to see what all those beautiful, perfect 
bodies looked like with skulls for faces." 


pull a chair to the center of the stage and 
lead everyone іп а round of sobbing. It is 
overwhelming to me, really, the situation 
we're in, the conditions of life we have 
reated, the role the US plays in the world, 
what we have collectively agreed is 
important. It is just stunning. I want to. 
laugh and cry and scream. It is just worse 
than I could ever imagine on a grand scale. 
Too many horrible CATEGORIES of awful 
things to identify them all. Lam deeply sad. 
Sad enough that it is sometimes hard to find 
the energy for outrage. 

Isn't everyone feeling some version of 
his, if you scratch at all at the surface? 
Aren't we all sort of shell-shocked and 
saddened and confused and knowing that, 
since September 11, if anything, things 
have gotten worse? 

Maybe not. Lam. And Lam returning my 
gaze from what the world needs to do to 
what I need to do. Row the boat you're in, 
las my father always tells me 

Back to rowing, 

JELLY HELM| 


[On the night of December 19, President 
De la Rua announced on television that 
all Argentinians were under a state of 
Бере. At a moment when every type of 
demonstration = even walking along with 
two other people - was considered illegal, 
| saw and heard thousands of people 
taking to the streets to demand a dignified 
Land free way of life. That night I once 
again felt respect for my people, and once 
gain came to believe that change is not 
h dream. 

FACUNDO GASTIAZOROJ 

Buenos Aires, Argentina| 


My personal moment of truth was April 
, 1997. [was 12 years old and this was 
my first time smoking pot. I did it to rebel 
hgainst my dad who had been cheating 
уп my mom. Good ol’ American family 
values? Right. Betrayal, deception and 
elf-interest. Sounds like America to 
Ime. After that, I questioned everything, 
[thought about how much information 
vas being kept from me. I wondered how 
[many other people lied to me. So here 1 
am, five years later, still uncovering truths 
Land confronting cowards. Thanks dad, 
Поуе you 
VICKY MOLINA| 
Visalia, КККай 





Lused to get teased because I wasn’t one 
of the “white kids." 
searching for things that wouldn't judge 
Ime by the color of my skin. I found punk 
rock and indie rock as well as rap music 


his led me to start 


hese people were feeling what I was 
feeling, but about various issues. I started 
investigating and found so much injustice 
that my own silly wo 
lovershadowed. Then when I was twenty, 
[lost my big toe to а lawnmow 
working for a man who had no insuranc 
The hospital said they would gladly sew ir 
right back on - until I mentioned I had по 
insurance, Now my friends call m 
toes.” That was the final straw for me to 
rage against this US machine. Don't get 
hurt in the USA my friends 
MIGUEL JIMENEZ] 
Austin Texas| 


ies were 


while 


nine- 


Like many, I was both curious about and 
inspired by the massive demonstrations 
against the wro meetings in Seattle in 
1999. I watched the protests unfold on 
television, and although I was hundreds 
lof miles away, the surge of altruism I was 
witnessing stirred my soul. It made sense; 
hill the years I spent voting and practicing 
conventional means of political and 
social empowerment never felt as 
satisfying as taking back the streets, 
lor standing side by side with scores of 
brothers and sisters to deliver sensible 
land conscientious messages, or simply 
resisting the will of а dominant culture 
BOB HERNANDEZ] 


|| have been angry бог а long time. Where 
does all the anger come from? Math class, 
|| think. No joke. Somehow my earliest 
memories of the rumblings of rage are of 
sitting in math classes as a kid. I would 
cry, I would scream, but I would not 
submit to the petty tyranny of the 
[meaningless equations. | said math was 

La waste of my time and I proved it every 
day. Nothin, 
[coercion would wring an answer out of 
Ime, and my young mind boiled with 


less than severe and direct 


that I wasa “liberal libertarian. 

I was not alone. 

By the time I reached high school, 
| had traced my roots and discovered 
my ideological heritage 

I was an anarchist! 

It wasa lonely liberation. Most of the 
people with whom I identified had either 
jdied (or been killed) long before I was 
born, or were living in remote and 
marginalized communities, or were 
imply wasting away in prison. But by 
now the trickle of thought had grown 
[into a torrent that carried me through 
libraries and bookshops to meetings and 

'onferences, rallies and protests, over 
waves of exhaustion and renewal, as far 
las Barcelona and back again. That angry 
little seed has grown into my inner garden 
lof contemptuous beauty 

But have also been ashamed for а very 
long time. It's because of “that day on 
the bus.” Which day? The one when I was} 
17 and I sat in front of two men who wei 
laughing about the story of another man 
who “diddled” a woman who was passed 
out ata party, and who, when she woke 
lup, "cried rape." 

I don't know what scares or disgusts 
[me more: the fact that the two men 
actually said that, or the fact that I was 
too scared to say anything to them. 

That was terrorism. And I knew as 
|| trembled off the bus that day that I 
would live the rest of my life waging a 
har on the terror 

RYAN MURPHY 


At around one a.m. we made our move. | had the crowbar and 
е had the lighter and the aerosol hairspray. | had always 
thought that the little plastic skatestoppers were impossible to 
Бес off but the flamethrower was our secret weapon. He sprayed! 
the hair stuff over the lighter and kept the flame on each one for 
about ten seconds. After that, | just went down the ledge with 
the crowbar. They popped off like warm cookies. 


resentment and hatred of authority. 
Who mourns for the loss of countless 
hours that could otherwise have been 
pent creating and dreaming? 
Tewasn’t until [was 12 or 15 thatan 
argument with my dad ended with a pivotal 
addition to my vocabulary. He informed me 
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I had a nice job in anice bank In a nice bedroom community, | had a nice car, a nic 

ank in a 2 ‚a nice 
home with lots of nice, shiny electronic “necessities,” and lots of pilis to fielpcope 
with day-to-day existence. i got fat, depressed, tired, lethargic and apathetic. | spent 








more hours watching TV than | did doing anything else. Then one day, {наф an 


epiphany. Whose life was | living? | had become eve hing | despised 
around me. But what to do about it? mee or 








| quit my job with the soul-sucking bank and got a Job living with people with 





mental and physical disabilities. | went back to school and am finishing | 
ра degree in 
sociology, which I plan on using as a tool to change minds and alter worldviews. la 





everyone around me asleep? 





Paul Lawton ——— 
Lethbridge, Alberta 


























>>when i was nine my mother and i were driving past the Berkeley 


| 
| 





»»campus, there were all these people with signs yelling, my 


»»mother rolled down the window, honked the horn and started —————————— 





»»cheering them on, i asked what was happening, she explained 
»»thatthese people thought things weren't right, that they wanted 





>>to change the way things were. i can't for the life of me 
>>remember what they were cheering about but they were so 








>> passionate about what they felt, i was awe-struck (and i suppose 
>>1 still am). that's when it happened, that's when i changed... 





>>jim walker |. | 
ar” 
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STILL. I'M STANDING FROZEN IN PLACE, A PYLON IN THE FLOW 
of human traffic on the seawall, the city's busiest walkway. 
Tmjelled half-stride in the walking lane and Гуе decided not to 
move for an hour. 

Right away, I feel people's eyes on me. They land, lock on, 
move over me or off me. It's like I'm meat, or strange, or strange 
meat. And I’ve never been more aware of my senses: I'm 
conscious of everyone around me. People cruise past me on 
blades and bicycles and feet and their breath brushes my skin. 

Iam resolved to stay 
still. In my periphery I see. 
some who've passed me 
turn around, some 
without breaking their paces, checking to see if I’ve moved ог 
if I’m out of my mind, Masses of people have started to circle 
me. I've become a spectacle or a still life. I have become a 
performance, and those watching me area critical crowd 
focused on my most subtle movements. 

Each intense eyeball makes me more attentive to my own 
minute, uncontrollable movements and sensations: an eye 
twitch, an itch, saliva massing in my mouth, the sun heating the 
exposed skin on my neck and my arms. Some stand very close, 
their eyes unblinking as they try to uncover for themselves my 
motivation, the seed that propelled me to this act of inaction. 

There's nothing wrong with me, of course. This happened 
spontaneously and I wasn't sure of all the reasons I'd chosen 
to do it. But I'd reached my threshold. I needed refuge from my 
own mind, from the recklessness of the city, from the dread that 
Tharbor like a precious, dangerous secret. I'd walked half the 
city searching for a place to rest. When I reached the seawall I 





I was visiting Jersey City, New Jersey, on 
September 11, 2001. I saw a jumbo jet slam 
into the World Trade Center. I walked 
down to the Hudson, eight blocks away, 
and stared gaping as both towers crumbled 
before my eyes. 

From that moment on, I started to ques- 
tion everything. I started reading, desperate- 
ly seeking answers to explain why the world 
had suddenly gone crazy. I couldn't seem to 
find the answers in the usual places. 

Needless to say, I eventually found the 
answers. Having been brought up immersed 
in the doctrine of the ultra-conservative 
Christian right, I was shocked. I have been 
systematically lied to all my life. 

So I decided to make some changes. 
Today, one year later, 1 am an activist, 

a jammer, a vegetarian. I ride a bicycle 
everywhere, shut off my TV and no longer 
buy things I do not need. 


JONATHAN MCINTOSH 
Boston, MA 


I'D REACHED MY THRESHOLD. I NEEDED 
REFUGE FROM THE RECKLESSNESS OF THE CITY 


let everything fall silent and stil. 

In the moment, all I felt was relief. I hadn't listened to my own 
heartbeat since I was in my mother’s womb. For 27 years, Pd 
lived deaf to my own inner voice. In silence I welcomed back my 
ear-to-a-seashell blood-thumping tambourine and it tunneled 
through me. With each beat I grew more and more alive. 

And there were no cars. No voices claiming space for their 
needs and wants and dreams. 

Yet I have never been so exposed. The crowd of hundreds 
has piled around me and I 
can feel their breath and 
their pressing expectation. 
I'm not immune to hands 
that would knock me, strike and burn me, or to the people who 
would try to mess with my mind. 

“What are you doing?" a short man says slowly and 
deliberately into my ear. *A psychology experiment?" 

He's much too close, closer than I'd ever get to him if the tables 
were turned. *Do you speak French?" he asks. He's relentless, 
taunting me, yet his fishing leads nowhere. I give him 

nothing. Nothing. 

I hadn't expected the hostility of some in the crowd. (I hadn't 
expected a crowd.) Someone plunges a lit cigarette between my 
lips, while others prop a can of Coke in my right hand and a cup 
of coffee in my left. 

Others take turns shoving me from the front and back, while 
children punch me in the groin and teenagers throw coins at me. 
Some spit on me and put their wet fingers in my ears. Pm starting, 
to sweat, and I'm quietly starting to shake. Nothing. 

Someone has called the police. I see two uniformed officers 
striding towards me. I'm going to be arrested. Do I need a 
permit to stand? Before the officer can shake me out of my 
stance, I come into slow movement. The crowd erupts in 
applause and people begin to fill my hat with money. It had 
been yanked off my head and thrown to the ground. 

“We thought you might be catatonic,” one of the officers 
tells me. “We see it happen sometimes.” 

Pm surprised by the faces that have turned from stern to 
smiling. Old men and women, children, teenagers, all kinds of 
people who watched me or chose to violate me. 

“That was great!" a man exclaims, vigorously shaking my 
hand. “Why did you do that?” 

Aaron Goodman 





When was in college | used to ride my bike from home in town A to school in town B. 
Itwas a few miles with a few steep hills. Wouldn't you know it, but when | finished 
school | moved to town B and got a job in town A. No worry, | thought, I'll just ride the 
route backwards. But it soon became a worry. | couldn't take the same route, and I 
now had to pass through one of the most deadly intersections I've ever negotiated. 
After several months of close calls and road rage from commuters, ! called it quits and 
started to drive. Driving is better than dying, | remember thinking. But of course now 1 
was a full member of the same suburban car culture that had just shut me down - part 
ofthe problem, not the solution. That roads are the railways of runaway capitalism may 
be obvious to some. But what is less appreciated is that they, like other features of our 
environment, including lousy public libraries, parks and housing, are part of the core 
infrastructure that drive our consumer culture, from fast food and Hollywood films to 
shopping malls and professional sports. Conspicuous consumption is both symptom 
and cause, which is why I suspect it ain't going away. 





1 LIVE IN THE MIDDLE OF A STREET IN THE MIDDLE OF A CITY 
in the middle of England. Hundreds of other people live here 
too; every day there are thousands passing through. There are 
churches and a synagogue, as well as several mosques; a youth 
club, a crèche and an old people's home; and people whose 
families or ancestors came here from all around Europe and 

the British Isles, the Caribbean, India and Pakistan, Somalia, 

the Yemen, China, Vietnam. Many of the residents are far too 
mixed to know exactly where their histories began. 

Although itis the middle of the city now, this area was 
countryside 200 years ago. The street was a path through the 
meadows; the highway to which itis connected followed the 
line of a brook which now flows through concreted storm 
drains; the big junction at the back was little more than a 
depression in the fields. Now there are 20, 30 lanes lined with 
massive billboards, a tangle of highways and subways, traffic 
lights and pedestrian controls, everything monitored by closed- 
circuit TV. There's a Drive-Thru McDonald's where a cinema 
once stood and, for the last few months at least, the whole scene 
has been dominated by the word LINGERIE, posted in vast black 
letters on a hoarding on the main junction, as though LINGERIE 
were the name of the junction — or of the city itself. Life is better 
with pictures, the billboard explains. 

These signs of the spectacle may look spectacular, but the 
street itself lies on the other side of the hoardings, at the back of 
McDonald's, in the dull monotony of life without much cash. 

It is often Buy Nothing Day around here. This is a side-street of 
capital, a few blocks of misfits and malcontents, minimum-wage 
workers and workers without jobs, kids with no good schooling, 
and young men armed with attitude, hand guns, and rocks of 
crack. Perhaps their dreams are hijacked by the spectacle: desires 
forged by capital; chances 
circumscribed; needs trained to 
suit the pleasures of some far- 
off men in suits. But more than 
consumerism shapes this street. 
Evidence of every phase of capitalism can be found along this 
road. There is also much that predates it, and, no doubt, much 
that will outlive it, too. 

My block is old, built at the height of the industrial 
revolution, a lucky survivor of the bombing raids of the ‘40s and 
the redevelopments of the "605 which turned most of the rest of 
the street into a prefab concrete zone. It's close enough to smell 
the burgers on the wind, and just far enough from McDonald's 
for its happy eaters to throw their half-eaten Happy Meals onto 
the front path as they pass by. There is also a convent, occupied 
by half a dozen nuns, most of whom have come here from India 
and Nigeria to save the sinners of the western world. There's a 
house with broken windows, sex and drugs on sale - just like 
McDonald’s, eat in or take away. There’s a Sikh-run newsstand, 
a launderette, and a Pakistani corner shop tucked into the 
ground floor of a hostel, once a YMCA, now a refuge for asylum 
seekers: Rwandans, Somalis, Kurds, Afghans. Their windows 
are flung open, all the time, even in the middle of the coldest 
night, as though they cannot bear to be shut inside. Overnight, 
when they arrived, they multiplied the links between this street 
and a thousand others all across the world. 


THIS IS A SIDE-STREET OF CAPITAL, A FEW 
BLOCKS OF MISFITS AND MALCONTENTS 


The golden arched aroma may be inescapable, but the wind 
that brings the smell of flipping burgers and frying fries also 
carries prayer calls from the mosque five times each day, and 
sometimes the sweet smell of home-grown grass, and often 
music maybe Balkan folk, or pop from Africa — through the 
open windows of the refugees. And even the most longstanding 
advertisements are outstripped by other messages. LINGERIE 
has stood for many months, but as they've left McDonald's, 
lukewarm bags of illusions on their laps, all the drive-thru 
customers have, for several years, been greeted by another sign: 
YOU ARE NOT YOUR BODY . . . THIS WORLD IS AN ILLUSION. 

Tknow the girls who stand by this message every night. 

They are paid to be their bodies, no illusions, nothing more. 

The drugs on sale along this street may be hard and soft, but 
the sex is only hard - the kind of pain-relief played out on dirty 
mattresses, maybe in the house with broken windows, with 
truck drivers who leave their engines running in the street, or 
sales reps who buy blow jobs in the car: at night, McDonald's 
makes a perfect place to park. 

This is not a romantic enclave, not even in an urban hip-hop 
way, this back street of fast foods, short-cuts, and take-aways; 
this side road on which even the most perverse poet or 
imaginatively stretched psychogeographer has a hard time 
getting past the concrete surfaces, over the railings, across the 
fast and crowded roads and inside the landscape to find the 
secret stories and hidden plays of power that give this place its 
character. It has no charm, no beauty, not even а real name. 
Even its dangers are low-level and mundane. 

But for all this, perhaps because of it, this street always strikes 
те as being very real. I don’t mean authentic – I’m not sure what 
this could be. But it has the feel of somewhere genuine, the ring 
of something true, the sense that 
it is faithful to all the negatives 
and positives, the freedoms and 
the traps, the simple facts and the 
complexities of its time. It has the 
multinational chain and the smallest shop; it's a node on several 
global trading networks and a site of the most local deals. It has 
all the cameras and, at night, the extra eyes of helicopter lights, 
but most of what goes on here is unseen and unknown. It has all 
the ingredients for arguments and fights, but the local kids play 
football with the refugees; nuns and Jewish kids shop in the 
Pakistani store; the woman with the plum tree gives her 
homemade jam to the gangsters from next door; the Rasta plays 
pool with his Sikh friend from work; the old Jamaican woman 
plays mother to us all. And although it looks as bland asa city. 
street can be, itis full of mysteries to me. Why are Happy Meals 
always half-eaten? What do the nuns think of the prostitutes, 
and what do the prostitutes think of the nuns? Where do the big 
guys get their guns? How loud can hip-hop be before the brain 
vibrates as much as the windows and the letterbox? Can the 
imam keep LINGERIE out of his mind? And who wrote THIS 
WORLD IS AN ILLUSION on the wall? 

Sadie Plant 





Years after reading the book and seeing the movie, | still ponder the meaning of The 
Unbearable Lightness of Being. | guess life has never seemed that light. Resistance 

may not be futile, but it's definitely hard work. Recent case in point, yoga. | started again 
after a several-year hiatus, and my first thought was, How could | ever have stopped? 
Yoga is something | must always do - that everyone should do. This is the good part of 
being, of being there in the moment, struck by its richness, the truth and power of it. 
Butit's just too damn easy to go with the flow, to travel with the mindless herd, to be 
carried off by my social and electronic surroundings. | skip yoga for a week and get 
sucked back into my habitual lifestyle. How could the power of that authentic 
experience, vivid and true as it was, be so easily tossed aside for such experiences as 
watching TV, eating out, surfing the web and sleeping in? Doing something else has 
been made too easy, and it's clear enough to me now that being this way reinforces the 
very fat-ass culture that keeps me in constant flight from hard-core reality. It all makes 
me wantto take out a hammer, whack my thumb good and hard, and say to my lame 
self: don't forget to go to yoga, you idiot, or else. 





GAMES YOU CAN PLAY WITH YOUR CULTURE 


GAP TAG. 

Players: Two or more 

Maybe you pick a weekend afternoon, when the store is 
swarming with Gap employees and their plastic smiles. Even 
better are the slow periods, when the workers are dormant, 
awoken only by the sound of opening doors. On a busy day, 
you can enter all at once, fanning out as the Gap staff scramble 
to identify which of you might have the highest credit limit. 
Onaslow day, you go in one ata time, timing your progress 
with a stopwatch to decide who lasts the longest. Either way, 
the goal is to enter through the main doors and beeline for the 
furthest wall. A single, cheery “Welcome to the Gap” or “How 
may I help you?” and you're out. Tagged. Done like dinner. 
Itcan all be over with a simple “Hello.” 

If you make the back door, you're only halfway through. 
You slap a sticker on the wall as your marker (“Mind the Gap” 
isa popular choice), then try to make it back out the front door, 
again without being “greeted.” If you escape, check your time. 
The fastest turnaround wins the game. 

Maybe you'd prefer to heighten the stakes. You're tagged? 
Now you have to try to convince the employee who caught 
you that he should quit his job. Or maybe you have to try to 
trade the clothes you're wearing for new ones. Or climb onto a 
counter and give a one-minute speech on the pitfalls of modern 
consumer culture, 


LAST MAN STANDING 
Players: Three or more 

You look in the windows of the local Сар busy, but not 

too busy. Perfect. Standing outside, you and the other players 
divide the store into sections, pick one section apiece, and then 
head inside. The game is on the moment you reach your chosen 
space: it’s time to start “shopping.” You pick up a pair of 

pants. You inspect a merino jersey. But watch carefully – Gap 
employee approaching at two o'clock! You step across an aisle 
and slip behind the sales rack, where you start “shopping” once 
again. You know the rules: no running, no ducking, no out-and- 
out hiding. You can never break the illusion that you're an 
ordinary shopper. 

But this Gap sales clerk has a bead on your ass. She's in hot 
pursuit. You wander towards a table of shirts, only to realize 
that's the boundary of your section. You're cornered - and 
caught. The employee moves in with her opening line, “Can 
I help you find something today?” You're tagged. But it’s not 
over yet. Now you have a job to do — to try to get the employee 
to sneak an anti-Gap poster into the employee washroom. 











If communism versus capitalism was the 

struggle of the 20th century, then control 

versus freedom will be the debate of the 2157. 
-Lawrence Lessig 


And lo and behold, she takes the poster (“Pm quitting in two 
weeks, anyway"), looking a little bit pleased with herself. Now 
you head out the doors. Glancing over your shoulder you see 
two other players still “shopping.” You won't win this round, 
but you can still slap a sticker on the front door as you go ош... 


DECEPTION 
Players: Two or more 

You step into the store, and already you feel uncomfortable. 

It might be the clothes — after all, you're doing everything you 
can to look exactly like a Gap employee, right down to the 
bogus nametag. 

Might as well get down to business - you approach a young 
woman who's checking out jeans. This time, you get to be the 
greeter. “Hello there, and welcome to the Gap." You've broken 
the ice, but to start winning points, you need to convince this 
shopper to leave the store. You suggest the thrift door down the 
street she can give the money she saves to the local food bank. 
But the shopper doesn't bite. Now you tug at a loose thread, or 
point outa weak seam. She's still not leaving. Finally, you show 
the “Made In Indonesia" tag and begin a lecture on corporate 
globalization. Bingo! She's freaked out and heading for the 
door, and you've just scored one point. After two brush-offs, 
you score big, convincing a mother with two kids to try the great 
new thrift shop. After one more touchdown – а college freshman 
who already felt guilty about sweatshop labor -a Gap manager 
approaches and insists that you leave. You have one last chance: 
try to cuta deal. If he'll respect your right to free speech, you'll 
take off the badge and stop acting like you work there. He makes 
a counter-offer: leave, or he phones the cops. 

Time to go. You head out the door, slapping a sticker on the 
cash desk as you walk by. Outside, you hook up with the other 
players and discover that your five points is the top score. Better 
still, your group total is 16 lost shoppers. Everybody wins! 


Leigh Beadon is collecting other games you can play with your 
Gap store. Contact «call meGisbmail.net». 





Can anyone really doubt that corporate America, both old and new, sets the patterns 
and borders of how we live, think and even breathe? Just look at the seven-day week, 
with just Saturday and Sunday slotted as "days off." Only two out of every seven days, 
and two weeks out of 52 weeks, to build and live a life. The entire society is built around 
this shit schedule, which we grow up with and think of as natural. Meanwhile, how 
often do we find ourselves wondering things like, Why did I go to this fakey, sentimental 
movie? Why did I buy these shoes just because they were on sale? Why do I get caught 
up in these never-ending faux-media dramas? Why are my kids eating these unnatural 
foods? As bogus, unquestioned and life-threatening as these habitual patterns are, it's 
the underlying perceptions of ourselves and the world that lie at the heart of why things 
are in the shape they're in. It's this deeper level of perceptual habit that makes the 
thriving corporate world possible. Meanwhile, many people in “backwards” parts of the 
world live very simple lives – lives in which they have very few owned possessions. And 
yet it is not uncommon for these people to be contented and at peace. Most Americans 
could never be happy living such "primitive" lives. We can't see how we ourselves have 
been constructed to want, desire and need. In fact, that inability to perceive may be the 
best evidence we have that we've been patterned and bordered by the get-ahead, 
pursuit-of-happiness game show. 

Richard DeGrandpre 











I READ THE LETTER WITH A FEELING OF UNEASE, THEN PUT IT 
in one of the partitioned receptacles on the desk in my study 
and packed my briefcase for work. From a mahogany periodical 
rack І selected a publication to read on the tube - a digest of 
reports on lawsuits arising from shipping accidents around 

the globe. 

Karen was in the room we call the br 
our baby daughter, Sophie. 

Spring sunlight, with a tint of green from the foliage of the 
communal garden, came through the window, and there was 
a sound of birds in the cherry tree in our own private garden. 

I noticed that the tree was coming into blossom. 

I stepped into the room to say goodbye. Karen smiled at me 

calmly, continuing to feed Sophie. 





kfast room, feeding 











“You never met Dimitri, did you?" I asked her. 
She shook her head. 
“He's an old friend of mine. He's sent me a lett 
“Oh.” My wife moved the spoon from the jar of purée to the 
flower-like mouth of our child and back again, Her hair was 
already up, brushed back from her forehead and fastened in a 
tightly knotted bun. Her lips, full at the center, but neat and 
small like the coil of hair on her head, were closed, as they 
always were the moment she finished speaking; a characteristic 
that gave an emphatic finality to her utteranc 
“We were at school together,” I said, “then at university, 














till he dropped out.” 

Karen tilted her face up agai 
especially interested, 

“1 haven't heard from him for years." 

She said nothing, though she gave me a pleasant look, as if 
asking me to forgive her indifference. As a matter of fact I had 
always admired my wife’s attitude to my past, which seemed to 
be that compared to the great fact of our having married each 
other, our previous lives were just unimportant sketches; first 
drafts full of clumsy experiment and fruitless detours. 

Tkissed her and Sophie goodbye, passing through to the living 
room that led into the front hall. 

As if she now felt safe from the risk of a prolonged discussion, 
Karen called out, “That's nice of your friend to write. What does 
he say?” 

“Nora lor. He wants to get together some time.” 

“Will you?” 

“Yes, I suppose so." 





serene, maternal, not 


On the tube I found myself unable to concentrate on the law 
reports. I hadn't seen Dimitri for almost 15 years, but I could 
still picture him with perfect clarity: dark, shiny eyes; the close- 
cropped reddish curls; barrel-chested frame, six inches shorter 
than mine. I'd always had to bend down in his company, and 

I liked to think of the slight stoop I had now аз а record of our 
friendship = hardened in me like the crook of a plant bent too 
long towards the same source of light. 

At university we had lived in the same house; a Victorian 
building at the end of а rundown terrace. I hadn't thought of 
the place for years and I remembered it now with a feeling of 
fondness, The big kitchen had been a hub of student social life, 
with its peculiar blend of hedonism and puritanical zealotry. 
Over the sound of reggae from the stereo Dimitri's voice would 
rise with its hornet-like buzz, explaining to someone exactly 
why Bakunin and Marx had despised each other, how guild 
socialism had developed out of syndicalism, what the differences 
were between Fourier's Phalanstery and Robert Owen's New 
Lanark. In the kind of riptide of oceanic brotherliness that can 
flood into the mind of a well-read 18 year old, he had discovered 
radical politics: Marx and Kropotkin, then Luxemburg, 
Gramsci, Lukacs . . . What luster those names once had! That 
must have been 1976 or 1977, a time of grandiose political 
rhetoric. Dimitri had referred to British politics as “The Great 
Duel,” after Heine's phrase “The great duel of the destitute 
with the aristocracy of wealth ...” 

Gingerly following his lead, I had dipped my toe in the same 
waters. As the tube rattled towards Lincoln’s Inn I found myself 
remembering the picket lines I had stood on alongside him, the 
torch-lit marches of the Anti-Nazi League against the National 
Front, the time I had thrown a flour bomb at a speaker from the 
Monday Clubs I could still see the thickset face of the man — 
feigning imperturbability as the paper bag burst open on his 
pin-striped suit. 

By the end of our second year even the limited privilege of 
being able to study at university had become offensive го 
Dimitri's principles. To the dismay of his turors, he dropped out 
and went to live in Leeds, where the little revolutionary party 








he'd joined had its headquarters, taking a job as a laborer with 
a demolition company. 

I visited him there once; а spur-of-the-moment detour on a 
trip to Edinburgh with a girlfriend. We had phoned from the 
motorway and followed Dimitri's directions to a dilapidated 
housing estate on the outskirts of the city. 

Our reception was subdued, to say the least. Dimitri showed 
little curiosity about my life and when I asked about his own, 
he answered laconically, staring out of the window, as if our 
presence oppressed him and he was trying to draw strength from 
the sprawl of suburbs and derelict-looking factories spread out 
below. That was the last time we had seen each other. 


“I knew people like that at university. There was a whole gang 
of them who joined one of those parties and then just dropped 
outen masse. I thought they were complete idiots.” 

It was night. Karen and I were in the bedroom. 

“Don’t look at me. I'm covered in cream." 

Trurned away. 

“Anyway I’m surprised you'd want to start up a friendship 
again with a person who could treat you like that.” Karen 
brought her lips tidily together. 

“We're meeting for a drink. I wouldn't necessarily call that 
starting up the friendship again.” 

Karen shrugged and stood up to go into the bathroom. After a 
while I heard her step quietly down the corridor to Sophie’s room. 

Пау still while she was gone, thinking of Dimitri. What could 
have prompted him to get in touch after all this time? The letter, 
which had been forwarded from my parents’ home, said only 
that he was back living in London and that he would like to see 
me. There was no allusion in it to the fact that we hadn't seen 
each other for over а decade. In this omission I caught the 
loftiness, the note of slight condescension that had always been 
present in Dimitri's exchanges with те, On the phone, when 
Trang him to arrange the meeting, һе had sounded almost 
offhand, as if it were I who had broken the silence between us. 
In his casual way he had suggested meeting in a pub in Dalston 
where he was living now, miles from where I lived or worked. 
Ismiled to myself, remembering how tamely, willingly even, 
Thad acquiesced. 

Karen came back into the room and lay beside me, propped 
on her elbows. 

“I wasn't meaning to be rude about your friend.” 

“That's alright, Pm sure he deserves it.” 

“He's probably feeling rather lonely these days.” 

“Maybe.” 

“And foolish too.” 

Looked at her. 

“I mean with everything that's happened in the world. Like 
someone who putall their money on the wrong horse.” 

“Oh ... No, I doubt whether he'd look at it like that at all." 

Igot up and went to wash. From the bathroom I stepped 
down the corridor to look at Sophie. She lay peacefully asleep, 
her hands either side of her head like two little starfish. I stood 
for a moment, thinking of Karen’s last remark, It was something 
I might easily have thought myself, but it disturbed me oddly to 
hear it voiced. Privately, I had observed the events in the 


countries beyond what had once been the Iron Curtain with 
mixed feelings; it had been unsettling to find myself vindicated 
in the caution, the capacity for endless equivocation, the 
attachment to comfort and prosperity, that had delivered me 
to where I was today. It had felt like getting away with a crime, 
on the grounds that the crime had suddenly been made legal. 
It’s all right, history had seemed to whisper complicitly in my 
ear, you have nothing to be ashamed of 

Under the cotton blankets, Sophie's little chest rose and fell 
just perceptibly: up, down, up, down; each motion regular and 
predictable and yet still surprising to me. As always when 1 
observed it, a feeling of urgent protectiveness came into me. 

It was more or less superfluous, however, considering the bars 
on the cot, the thick pile carpet beneath it, the baby alarm, the 
thermostat... Not knowing what to do with the feeling, I went 
quietly from the room. 

Karen had turned out the light in the bedroom. A glow from 
the pale sodium lamp in the communal garden threw shadows 
of the cherry tree’s knuckled branches against the curtains. 

І remembered when we had first come to look at the house — 

it must have been almost exactly two years ago because the tree 
was in full blossom. Karen was pregnant, and I had just 

made the move from community to shipping law that had 
dramatically raised our income. We had both laughed in 
disbelief at the sight of the tree from the bedroom window. 

The extraordinarily abundant clusters of blossoms bursting out 
from even the thinnest twigs had seemed comical, a massive 
over-calculation of nature; absurd and benign, like an enormous 
bank error in one’s favor. 





The pub was quiet when І arrived. А pale gleam from the 
brass-bracketed lamps lay coldly over the cumbrous furnishings. 
Empty chairs and stools stood around like giant chess pieces. 

A figure in the corner of a horseshoe booth gave a casual wave 
of his hand. 

“Paul, Hello.” 

“Dimitri!” 

For a moment I hadn't recognized him. His hair — longer now 
and unkempt - had lost its color, and his face was gaunt and 
sallow. He wore a lumpy gray coat over a t-shirt, with a white 
scarf around his neck. 

“Good to see you Dimitri 

“You too. You're looking well." 

Isaw Dimitri take in my suit and overcoat with a faint 
sardonic glimmer. 

On the table before him was a pint, a tumbler of whisky, 
and a pouch of rolling tobacco. 

The drinks were fresh, but he accepted when I offered to get 
him another of each. 

“Cheers,” he said, as I returned with three glasses. 

“Cheers, Dimitri.” 

We drank rapidly. Dimitri was forthcoming at first, 
with none of the aloofness of his behavior in Leeds. He had 
been out of the country for much of the past decade, he said, 
working for a coffee-growing collective in Nicaragua until the 
fall of the Sandinistas, then in Cuba, where he had traveled with 
other members of his party, the wrs, at the invitation of 





the government. 

“That sounds impressive.” 

Dimitri shrugged, licking on a cigarette paper. 

“It was interesting, I suppose.” He began to describe his 
travels, though as he spoke I had the impression that the 
experience had become remote from him. His words sounded 
spent somehow. He broke off. 

“Actually I don’t believe in the idea of individual countries 
anymore. Cuba or anywhere else.” 

“Oh?” 

“As far as I can see a nation is just an expression of the human 
inability to give a shit about the life or death of other humans 
beyond a fixed limit. Or put the other way round, it's a way of 
organizing and instituting people's apparently limitless desire 
to grind their heels in other people's faces." 

I smiled. This sounded more like the old Dimitri. 

“Do I detect a note of disenchantment?” 

“With what?” A suddenly hostile glare faced me. 

“With — ће human race I suppose.” Which was not quite 
what I had intended to say. 

“Oh for fuck’s sake.” Dimitri turned away. 

He finished off his pint, then downed his whisky and stood 
up to buy another round. 

“And what about you?” he asked, returning with the 
drinks. “Iran into John Mackenzie" — John had lived in our 
house – “He said you'd become a barrister. That must have been 
aslog.. 

“It was hard work, yes.” 

“But they pay you well for it?” 

I nodded, warily. *The money isn't bad." 

“Mackenzie said you'd bought a house on one of those 
private squares in Holland Park." 

"That's true. Not one of the very big houses...” 

“He said you'd told him you took home over two hundred 
grand. In a bad year." He grinned at me. I felt myself turn. 
abruptly red. 

"It's absurd, I know, but what can I say?” 

“Good luck to you! That's what I say.” Dimitri raised his 
glass, still grinning. 

The pub began to fill up a little. As if jostled awake, a 
jukebox blinked and started pumping out music energetically. 
Itcrossed my mind that Dimitri had summoned me tonight 
because he needed money. I began to try to formulate a position. 
What could I lend him without upsetting Karen? A thousand 
pounds? Perhaps just a few hundred. Or perhaps better to 
refuse altogether, politely but firmly; offer to help in some other 
way ... He finished his drink. I pointed at the empty glasses. 

“Get you another?” 

“Thanks.” 

I bought the drinks and returned. 

“You haven't said what brought you to London." 

Dimitri frowned; “What brought me to London?” He reached 
for his tobacco pouch. “Let’s see now .. . Boredom. I think that's 
what it was. Yes, boredom, as far as I remember.” 

Ilooked at him, saying nothing. 

“Not much going on in Leeds anymore. The wrsr fizzled 
out. They still exist, but we couldn’t afford to run the building 























or the paper any more. 

*Oh dear." 

“Yes, isn't ita shame," Dimitri's eyes glittered acerbically 
“But there we are." He spat a shred of tobacco from his tongue, 
and lit his cigarette which flared; sour and pur 
“And what do you do with yourself,” I 

“Where are you living?” 
“I live around the corner. Luxury 
pad. Floor. Ceiling. Doorknobs on 
As to what I do with 
, ah," he dragged on his 
cigarette, "actually Pm editing a 
new magazine 
“Really?” 
“I thought you'd find 
that interesting . 

Ismiled uncomfortably. 
“What sort of magazine?” 
“Oh... International. Utopian, 
Socialism in the post-Soviet er: 
Communism after the death of 
That sort ofthing 
Good for you!" 

Funny how many people say 
exactly that when I tell them about it. 
as if Pd volunteered to rescue a 
child from a sewer. . 
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I felt certain that he was about to make his pitch for a loan, 
and I decided impulsively that I would surprise him with my 
generosity. No sooner would he ask, than I would be writing 





outa check for whatever sum he named. I could already feel 
the impending satisfaction of doing this swelling pleasantly 
inside me. 

“Does it have a name,” І asked, “the magazine?" 

“Demos. It’s modeled on Jean Jaurés's paper L'Humanité.” 





Do you know Jaurés? He was the leader of the French 
communists in 1905. Called himself a Marxist-idealist, 
which was a deliberate contradiction in terms given that Marx 
dismissed personal idealism as an irrelevance . . . As point out 
in my first editorial - ha! that sounds impressive - Marx himself 
was in fact totally confused about this. On the one hand 
Another wave of volubility took hold of Dimitris 
unnerving this time. He spoke with a strange energy, reminiscent 
of his student days except that what had once been a 
straightforward enthusiasm seemed to have turned into a kind 
His eyes, red-rimmed now, filled 
up with a harshly sardonic expression, as if he were trying to 


ather 





of caustic inversion of itself 





exorcise some vague disgust or at least exasperation, directed 
equally at me, his magazine, and himself. 

ès described Marx’s vision of the human race as a 
sleeping person floating down a river, just carried along with 
the flow. According to Jaurés this may have been true enough 
once, but now the sleeper had been woken by the turbulence of 
history, and was going to have to take responsibility for itself 











if it didn't want to sink. What I ask in my editorial 
Jaurès mistook his own energies, which were titanic, for a more 
definitive awakening of the species than was really the case. 
Because as far as I can see we're already exhausted with our little 
spell of consciousness and we just want to go back to sleep . . ." 

He broke off with a grimace, as if his own words irritated him, 
and went to buy another round. 

“Sure you won't have a whisky?" 

“Yes, thanks.” 

He returned from the bar а moment later. "I appear to be a 
couple of quid short." 

І reached for my wallet with alacrity and gave him the money. 
When he came back with the drinks he was once again taciturn. 
There was a prolonged and uneasy silence between us. I began to 
feel apprehensive. I had the sensation of being out of my depth. 

“You know, I didn't expect to see you again,” I heard myself 
say, “after our last meeting.” 

Dimitri knitted his brow, apparently trying to remember. 

He looked quite blearily drunk. 

“When 1 came to visit you in Leeds.” 

“Oh.” 

“Thad the feeling you'd written me off.” 

He frowned again, turning away. 

"It was a hell of a surprise to get your letter. Nice - but 
pretty unexpected.” 

Suddenly he gazed straight at me. Here we go, I thought. I felt 
surreptitiously in my coat pocket: there was the little leather 

ase containing my checkbook. Dimitri sat upright, breathing 
heavily through his nose, his broad chest heaving up and down 
under his coat. Slowly, with great deliberation, he laid one 
outspread hand and then the other on the table before him, 
and gripped the edge. For a moment he looked rather deranged, 
as if he were about to turn the table over. Then a malevolent 
glitter appeared in his eyes. 

“I read a book about ants recently,” he said. “Made me think 
of you, There's a species called honey-pot ants who feed off 
honeydew. You can't get honeydew, whatever the fuck that is, 
in the dry season, so they've had to invent a storage system. 
They have a whole class called repletes – compulsive eaters 
who've evolved this pouchy gullet that can be distended to 
gigantic proportions. In the wet season the workers stuff these 
repletes with honeydew till their abdomens swell up like 
balloons. They can't walk or do much of anything at all at this 
point, so what happens is the workers hoist them up and hang 
them upside down from the roof by their back claws like those 
bottles there” – he pointed at the bottles behind the bar “апа 
in the dry season just tap them for a snifter whenever they're. 
thirsty, by stroking their heads. Easy as shoving a tumbler up 
atan optic.” 

He gave а chuckle. 

“That’s me, is it?” I said, “A replete?” 

“Have to admit, it fits you pretty well, all things considered... 
No offense." 

Ismiled, trying to appear unperturbed. But I could feel the 
insult traveling into me with a peculiar force, as if there were 
nothing inside me to resist it. 

Having delivered it, Dimitri seemed to lose interest in further 





conversation. I couldn’t quite believe he had summoned me here 
simply in order to insult me, and yet he appeared to have nothing 
else to add. Perhaps it was just the belligerence of the alcohol, 
Itold myself, and in an effort not to end the evening on a sour 
note, I tried to change the subject. 

“I didn't mention Га become a father, did 1?” 

“No.” 

“Little girl, Sophie, 17 months. Very lovely.” 

Dimitri looked at me vaguely. For a few minutes I kept up a 
conversation about fatherhood, more or less one-sided. Last 
orders had been called, and as I ground to a halt, Dimitri yawned 
and stood up, buttoning his coat. 

“Time to head off.” 

We went outside. I turned to him, trying to prepare a suitable 
goodbye; one that would convey my disappointed fondness 
without stooping to rancor. 

“You can have а copy of the magazine if you want," Dimitri 
said, before I could formulate my words. 

“Oh... Thank you.” 

“Come up - Im just over the road there.” 

I followed him across the road to his building. An uncarpeted 
wooden staircase led up from a narrow entrance that smelled of 
stale food. We climbed four flights and walked down a corridor 
to a bruised metal door. Inside was a room about the size of our 
breakfast room, with a mattress on the bare floorboards, and a 
yellow-streaked basin over by the window. 

Kicking off his shoes, Dimitri pointed to a pile of papers in 
the corner. 

"There, you can take one." 

The papers were stapled in bunches of about 30 pages. 

I stepped over and saw the word Demos stenciled in black letters 
on the top sheet. 

“It's been out a couple of years. I’m trying to get another issue 
together. Maybe you'd like to write something.” 

I looked at him, assuming he was being sarcastic. He shrugged, 
and flopped down on the mattress. 

I picked ир a magazine, realizing that I hadn't fully believed 
the thing existed. It smelled inky; felt vaguely as if it were 
smudging my finger and thumb. 

“How much do you charge for it?" Lasked. 

A muffled “Have it for the two quid I owe you,” came from 
the prone figure. 

I put the magazine in my briefcase. 

“Well – good seeing you, Dimitri. 

“Yeah, yeah. You fuck off now.” 

“Goodnight then.” 





A light was on in the drawing room when I got home. 
Iclimbed the front steps and looked into the room through the 
gaps in the half-closed Venetian blinds. 

Karen was there with our friends Jane and Ed Maddox. Jane 
and Ed lived on the other side of the shared garden, and often 
came over for after-dinner drinks. They both worked in the city. 

Liqueur bottles and coffee cups were set out on the table. 
Liqueur coffee was one of Karen’s specialities. 

I stood in the cool air, looking in. This was my own drawing 
room, and these were my friends, but the prospect of joining 


them was more than I could face. Quietly, I turned my key in the 
door and crept inside, treading softly along the corridor and up 
the stairs. 

Iwent into the bedroom and took off my coat. From 
downstairs I heard laughter. Isat on the bed and took out 
Dimitri’s magazine, holding it to the pale light that came in from 
the garden lamp. It was a tatty, rudimentary production, a relic 
from the brief moment between the fall of communism and 
the rise of the laptop; put together with just a typewriter and 
a photocopier, by the look of it. There at the front was the 
editorial Dimitri had spoken of — “Idealism in History: Jean 
Jaurés and the Millennium.” I ran my eye over the dense 
paragraphs, some of which had been pasted crookedly to the 
original copy, giving a lurching effect. Gray, broken lines from 
overcopying lay across the pages in a kind of visual static. I tried 
to read the article but gave up after a few sentences. The thing 
seemed unutterably wretched; slightly unwholesome too: a relic 
that hadn't quite finished decaying. 

I put it aside, stood up, crossed over to the window. 

A peculiar, anxious restlessness moved in waves through my 
stomach and chest. 

“Paul.” 

My wife was standing in the doorway. 

“Why didn’t you come in and say hello?" 

“Iwas just on my way down,” I heard myself say. 

She gazed at me, her lips neatly together. After a moment 
she turned and went back down. Shoaled clusters of petals on 
the cherry tree gleamed in the semi-darkness outside. Beyond 
them, curving up from the mansard roofs of the houses 
opposite, bright stars dotted the blue-bronze sky. For a moment 
it seemed to me there was something almost mocking in the 
incalculable abundance of these things. The blossoming tree; the 
thick, flowering borders of peonies and roses in the communal 
garden beyond, the great yellow and brown plane trees with 
their branches already heavy under a mass of new foliage; 
then overhead the teeming glimmer of an inexhaustibly 
profligate creation. 

I went downstairs. Sounds of conviviality came from the 
drawing room. Karen was telling the Maddoxes that I had just 
been in Dalston. 

“Catching up with a Trotskyite he hasn’t seen since 
university,” [heard her say, “if you can imagine.” 

As I opened the door, I thought of the repletes Dimitri had 
described, and for a moment saw myself swollen and distended, 
hanging upside down from the ceiling of my drawing room, 
waiting to be milked. I realized it would be a long time before 
I would be able to rid myself of the image. 

Ed and Jane grinned at me as I entered the room. I tried to 
make myself look cheerful as I said hello. 

“Dalston?” Ed said, “you'd better have a drink old cock, then 
tell us all about it.” 











James Lasdun 


This story was originally published in the April 2002 edition of 
Prospect, ewtew.prospect-magazine.co.uk». James Lasdun's 
most recent book is the novel The Horned Man. 








While browsing in an independent 
bookstore in Port Angeles, Washington, 

Iwas approached by a nervous little girl. 
She looked up at me and asked me ina 
faint voice if could please leave the store 
because her daddy was going to take 

her hiking. 

Befuddled, I glanced up from my book 
to see a short man with a curly gray beard 
ushering would-be-customers out into the 
street, empty-handed. Some customers 
grumbled that it was still hours before the 
posted closing time. Daddy smiled and 
told the disgruntled shoppers to come 
back another day. 

Face aglow, the girl ran to her father’s 
side and hopped about until the last 
disillusioned customer left the store, 
mumbling, “Barnes & Noble would 
never do something like that.” He was 
right. There is still hope. 

MIKE EDWARDS 
Spokane, Wasbington 











For the last six months I’ve been 
unemployed, and it’s been wonderful. 
Time to relax, enjoy nature, view the 
world through my own eyes without the 
influence of television, and just live my 
own way. 

Now, though, Im about to be 
employed again. All of a sudden I'm 
thinking of all the items I need to 
purchase: clothes, furniture, brand- 
name food products. It’s frightening. 

In my time off I needed nothing but the 
bare necessities from the consumer's 
world. Leven felt pity and disgust for all 
the people out there who didn’t know 
they didn’t have to live that way. But the 
moment I came to have money, a little 
voice in my head said, “Spend it. Buy 
things you don't need. Be like the rest. 
It’s okay." 

It’s scary how that voice gets into our 
heads, and even scarier that we think 
we're all free, living our own lives. 

IAN DARLING 











Vancouver, British Columbia 





is for lemmings 


On September 21, World Car-Free Day, 
Idrove, because my environmental 
science class was going to several creek 
ups in honor of Coastal Clean-Up 
Day. I apologize. 








JAMES B. 
By email 


In Sharon, Pennsylvania, a bunch of two 
dollar bills were dropped at a department 
store asa sales promotion. It attracted 
2,000 people and led to at least three 
people being injured. Associated Press 
wrote, "The injured included a 16-yea 
old girl who broke her foot when she fell 
from the roof of a diner where some of 
the cash had collected, and а 75-year-old 
woman who was knocked to the ground 
and treated at a hospital. A reporter was 
treated for head injuries after being 
shoved by people in the crowd.” 
LAWRENCE LITTLEBY 
By email 











Iget out of the car and walk up to the guy. 
He glares at me. I say to the guy, “What 
the fuck man? You can't just cut a guy off 
like that!” 

I'd been having a bad day and was 
looking for an excuse to bust loose. I 
guess I misread the guy. He gets out of his 
junky little Neon and says, “I didn't cut 
shit off, motherfuck He gives mea 
shove and the fight begins. 

But that’s usually as far as it goes in my 
head. I’ve never had a confrontation like 
that, and my imagination can only move 
so far down the road that forks off my 
actual experience. Real or imagined, it’s 
a situation that scares me. 

PAUL TURENNE 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 











My wife and I were taken completely 
by surprise by the latest TV commercial 
for Target. It was a high-contrast, re 
and-white barrage of flashy images with 
"cool" people having “fun” while the 
soundtrack boldly pronounced over and 








ARIFF ON MY HOME STATE'S SLOGAN, ‘VIRGINIA IS FOR LOVERS. 


-JIN W. OH, VIRGINIA 





WHERE CAN | GET THE MICKEY MOUSE PIN 
FEATURED IN THE CURRENT ISSUE - THE ONE 
DOING THE NAZI SALUTE ON THE LETTERS 
PAGE . . . ORIS THIS A PRANK? 

- MICHAEL SMITH, BUY NOTHING DAY, UK 


over, “Keep on livin’ in the Red.” 
We looked at each other, wondering 
if in fact we had actually seen what we 
thought we saw. Ihave never felt so 
unsettled by an ad before. It was as if 
the advertising world was thumbing its 
collective nose at people. Did we 
hallucinate this ad? Was itan Adbusters 
parody? I certainly hope so. 
MARK OSBORNE 
Los Angeles, California 








I moved to Bermuda almost a year ago. 
What surprised me was that, despite its 
wealth, Bermuda has strict regulations 
on advertising, 

I have yet to sce another nation that 
has laws banning the following: neon 
signs; bright lights on signage; sandwich- 
boards carried by individuals; corporate 
advertising on private property; and large 
signs. Even the buses don't have ads, 
inside or out. 

It wasn’t until I moved here that I 
realized how pervasive advertising is on 
the North American landscape. Bermuda 
is not an ad-free utopia, but it’s a little 
more balanced. 





‚Ч me 

















GLEN MCKAY 
Bermuda 


My Opa (that's Dutch for “grandfather”) 
recently got very ill. 

He couldn't breathe properly and his 
feet were swollen; ће had diabetes and 
couldn’t sleep lying down or else he 
would stop breathing. My Oma took him 
to the emergency room on Thanksgiving, 
Day only to find they were not accepting 
patients. The only other hospital was a 
40-minute drive across town. They went 
home, thinking that if he was going to 
die that night, it might as well be with his 
family at his side. The next day, they went 


to the hospital and the doctor gave him 
oxygen fora half an hour and sent him 

home. Three days later, he died. When 

we went to the hospital to say goodbye, 
a doctor gave mea prescription for Pa 
to "help deal with the loss." 

What I want to know is, why is it that 
no one could save my Opa's life when he 
was dying, yet when I needed to grieve for 
him, that pain could easily be numbed? 

I want to feel the pain that has come from 
losing the greatest man I ever met. I want 
to think about his promise to dance with 
me on my wedding day and all the kind 
words he has given me. Why would I 
want to not feel anything? 

I threw the prescription in the doctor's 
face and told him he was not a human 
anymore. I will never again believe 
that anyone is getting the treatment 
they deserve. 








STEPHANIE NOWAK 
Calgary, Alberta 


We need a symbol. The black dot is 
ingenious and everyone who has used 
it should continue to do so. But I wear a 
safety pin. “Too simple,” you may say. 
You’d be surprised how many people 
inquire about а safety pin on а lapel ог 
on the front of a t-shirt. My immediate 
response to such questions: “It’s my 
anti-war symbol.” 

IRIS M. A. APPELQUIST 

Kansas City 





ver since your most recent issue 
[Adbusters #44], [have put my TV in my 
closet, signed off AOL Instant Messenger 
and become а vegetarian. Your magazine 
has inspired both me and my friends to 
do more about our environment, our 
government, and essentially our world. 
MADELEINE PERRY 
By email 


Thanks for your invitation to religious 
groups to participate in Buy Nothing 
Day. Maybe you knew this, but many of 
us do Buy Nothing Day every single week 
— some on Sunday, others on Saturday. 
Pm planning to celebrate and promote 
the November 29 BND, and invite you to 
celebrate once a week with us. 

ISAAC STANFIELD 

Chicago, Illinois 


Imagine all the flowers that will not be 
bought on Buy Nothing Day! 
PHILIP 
The Netherlands 


Hi. I would like one Adbusters please, 
togo. 

Sure. Would you like to supersize that for 
just a dollar twenty-five extra? 

Uh, I guess. Whatever. 

Would you like seven meme posters 
with that? 

No. 

LEE LUIS 

New York 





New Yor! 













" On warm weekend days in | Williamsburg, Brooklyn, the: sidewalks 
become the site of an informal flea market. People peddle 
@ everything from books: and bikes to antique musical instruments 


Î and entire wardrobes. I had a different approach in mind. 
For about six months, | stored away my old stuff and collected 
April 13, onthe 


items from friends. Then at noon on Saturday, 

corner of Bedford Avenue and North 7th Street, we set up next to 
the other sellers on the sidewalk, arranging our wares on an old 
blanket. We then told passersby that. everything was free, and they 
were invited to take any one item of their choosing. Several people 
thought they heard "three" Instead of "free." 

Most people just laughed, then started talking and ended up 
staying awhile. | asked each person to pose for a picture with his or 
her new posession. We managed to give away almost everything. 
Аз one "customer" said, "You can't beat free!” It took about two 
hours, and the few things left over atthe end we dropped off at the 
Salvation Army around the corner. 

The idea was to create an unusual situation, a positive disruption 
of normal patterns that would take people by surprise. By doing the 
unexpected, we turned what is usually an exchange of cash and 
goods into a trade of goods and stories. Once they got what was 
going on, people let. down their guards and we conversed about art, 
about collecting, about having too many material possessions, and 


about giving gifts. 
Free Market/Flea Market Is a project. of glowlab artist Christina Ray, 
with contributions from Sharilyn Neidhardt, Peter Lasell and Krou. 
<www.glowlab.com/ray/freeflea.html> 
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‘when she order me to take off my 
e detail. 


1knew this was an unusual group of people, but 
clothes, Iwasn'tsure what to ‚Then noticed an even more worrisom 
what's in the tackle box?” tasked, fidgeting in my boxer shorts. She popped it open ~ 
first thing she did was marker over the Adidas logo оп my socks. 
my fleece vest, ! asked her 











$ her little tool kit. The 
1 Next, as she unstitched the little: from the front of 
7 what the hell she was doing. She didn’t even look ир. 
і "Hello?" | said. she every logo from my clothing even the skateboard 
кертте Bind tag from my jeans, the Wore industries embroidery from my | 
* backpack, even the itle Zero skull from my cap was clipped out. 
that you know.” 4 
“preyoua cow?" she replied, handing back my clothes, minus the logos. 
y “amia-no, mota fucking COW.” y 
Е Then why are you branded?” /f 
She walked outoftheroom. and | put on my clothes. ıclutched the little pile of logos. 7 
doorway and squeezed them. They feel so light, 1thought. Strange. 7 


¡stopped atthe 








Pocket Garden 

Acquire model railroad scenery 
-trees, animals, flower beds. 
Search your city for hidden 
spaces, nooks, unlikely 
corners. “Plant” your garden 
using super-glue or any other 
strong adhesive. 





There is a concentration of power around 
the office water cooler. This is the 
corporate agora, the one place where 
people can speak freely of themselves, 
their frustrations, their ideas. More often, 
though, it's where people talk about what 
was on the tube last night. 

How do we détourn the water cooler 
and harness its power? The wise culture 
jammer responds: with the Corporate 
Cubicle Installation. Early in the planning 
stage, the office liberators must acquire or 
map outa floor plan of the target - an 
inside contact is an obvious plus. The 
group then marks out and selects a 
pattern of cubicles. (Warning: planning a 
sophisticated jam can be exhausting. 
Never forget to relax and live freel 

On the appointed day, a small, ad hoc 
team enters the stifling office atmosphere 
and discreetly drops off a package to each 
of the chosen cubicles. Each package 
contains the same image, message or 











object - as well as a map that shows the 
location of all the other selected cubicles. 

In one fell swoop, a fantastic inner- 
office mystery is created. The bored and 
overworked can't resist the rupture from 
the normal. They seck out each other, 
speak in quiet corners, contemplate the 
meaning of the message and the map. 
They feel that they possessa strange and 
possibly dangerous knowledge. 

And what does the water cooler look 
like that day? Furtive whispers finally 
break the enigma wide open, and The 
Simpsons and Sex and the City are soon 
forgotten. Instead, questions. Who? 
Why? What's the meaning of the 
message? (And just maybe:) Is this the 
sign I've been looking for to finally 
change my li 























Loose Network bas field-tested the 
Corporate Cubicle Installation in a series 
of Manhattan offices. 
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— cof-fin (körfin, kóf'In) n. A box in which 
Бо NEN corpse is buried, [« Gk. kophinos, basket 
и & cog (kóg, kóg) п. 1. One of the teeth on th 
© пм of a wheel or gear. 2. A subórdinal 
( member of an organization. [ME cogge.) 
cog*i*tate (kój/i-tàt^) v. -tat*ed, -tateing 
To think carefully (about); ponder. [Lat 
о cógitüre : со- + .agitüre, consider; see Ac 
ITATE.] —cog'l+ta'tion п. 


jg cog’ ni Чоп (kóg-nish/an) п. 1, Th 
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MY DARK BLUE OFFICE CHAIR SITS ON A PLASTIC CARPET- 
protector between three-foot gray walls. My ergonomically 
designed office chair has five adjustable settings and three 
easy-to-snooze knobs. My plastic-coated mockhogany desk, 
although artfully designed to prevent carpal tunnel Syndrome, 
also encourages obesity. My drawers are filled with sticky 
notes, Slim-Fast and PowerBars. 

My phone is the size of a small pizza (with three toppings) 
and has voicemail, hold and hands-free options; I can control 
people's voices. For fun I make them frighteningiy loud, and 
then 1 slience them. Up. Down. Up. Down. I can call everyone 
Iknow on his or her cell phone by pressing the button with their 
name on it. I used my fine-tipped pen to write each person's 
name on tiny pieces of paper and slip them under the plastic 
coverings. I subconsciously rank them in order of importance 
based on who is closest to the number pad. 


a la Lowa 
Lamar) 


The nameplate on my door tells my co-workers, who already 
know who I am and what I do, who Тат and what I do. I can 
hear the muffle of my colleagues behind the drywall and gray 
matter. I hear the clickety-clack of plastic keys bringing mindless 
codes and acronyms into existence. We don’t speak most days. 
Dave has shared two of my three walls for five years now. 
Apparently his wife died last year, but the money envelope for 
flowers and а card never got around to me. I'd send him an 





e-card but I deleted him from my address book. 

Email enables me to communicate with people I don't like 
enough to pay to call long distance (even with the affordable 
evening and weekend rates). I email the co-worker beside me 
because I don't feel like getting up and going to talk to her. 

My e-address book is filled with people who are on my jokes 
list. My e-calendar reminds me of each and everyone's birthday 
sol can send them an aptly titled e-card containing a heartfelt 
message, some flashing graphics and a promotional Hallmark 
banner (in case they want to send a card to someone special). 

My eight glasses of twice-filtered water a day glug out of a 
plastic cooler with a logo on the side and an 800 number I can 
call with any questions or inquiries. The four food groups I need 
to get through my hectic day are well represented in my low-fat, 
low-sodium, low-carb microwavable lunch-in-a-bowl. I wash 
down the meal with a 500 ml New and Improved Diet Caffeine- 
free soft drink. Answer a skill-testing question, and I could be 
one of five lucky participants to win an suv: no purchase 
necessary. Pressing the letter “S” on the vending machine 
dispenses one carcinogenic dessert. 


4:02 p.m. One hour to kill. Last registered contact with 3-D 
human: 9:02 a.m. 


5:15 p.m. I exit the building inconspicuously through the 
secure entrance closest to my office. I get in my fuel-efficient 
minivan and drive home to a house I will own in 22.5 years. 

This is the good life. 

Jennifer Thompson 











IN JAPANESE, THE WORD “CONSUME” 

1s made using the ideograph for 
“extinguish”: the same character 
employed in the words for firefighting, 
fire station and fireman. A consumer is 
literally an extinguisher – ап extinguisher 
of foods, products and experiences. 

Or, said differently, he or she is a person 
who transforms something with a living 
fire into a piece of junk. Life itself 
becomes an item to be quenched. 

A particular incident - now many years 
ago – embodies for me how this act of 
snuffing out takes shape in the culture of 
Japan, although no material object was 
being digested, discarded, incinerated or 
excreted. One morning in late spring I 
found myself in the ancient capital city 
of Kyoto, standing by a stone pathway 
admiring a fine, raked-gravel Zen garden. 
This garden had the misfortune of finding, 
itself on the short list of “name places” 
that form the backbone of the itinerary 
of every group tour that chews its way 
through the venerable city, and whose 
members drive themselves mercilessly 
from one stunning feat of spiritual- 
artistic creation to another, 

My meditation instructions playing 
through my mind, I gazed across the 
clean white expanses to the dark brown 
wood of a 600-year-old temple building, 
trying to drink it all in. Between myself 
and the temple, however, passed an 
unceasing procession of grimacing 
tourists being marched by their guides 
through one of the jewels of their nation's 
aesthetic heritage. A basic requirement 
ofa visit to Kyoto is to tick off the box 
next to "Silver Temple Pavilion" so that 
one can say to neighbors and friends, 
“Ihave been to Kyoto.” 

Iwas sad for them, these people. 

They were denying themselves the basic 
dignity of introspection, of being able 
to luxuriate in the tranquility that such 
gardens can uniquely give to us. They 
had six more temples to visit before the 
close of day. The garden was being, 
“consumed.” They had to be back at 
the bus in the parking lot by 11:35. 


Let us, however, go elsewhere. Across 
the straits of the inland sea, if you leave 
behind the vast, cemented-over behemoth 
of industrial Honshu (the 8o-mile- 

long main island of factories and Fuji, 


of boardrooms, ports and bullet trains, 
of J-pop and stock markets and 
transnational trading empires) and cross 
the longest bridge in the world, you 

will come upon the (happily) unnoticed 
southern island of Shikoku. Then, 
heading south along the coast and 
following the unremarkable Katsura 
River far back into the interior, you will 
arrive, eventually, at the sharply cleft and 
densely wooded slopes of the mountain 
hamlet of Kamikatsu, where I first made 
the acquaintance of Gufudo Watanabe. 

An artisan in clay and а collector of 
fragrances (in the form of flowering 
plants), Watanabe has a tremendous 
capacity to be fascinated by the things 
of this world - insects, spices, blossoms, 
the mysterious faces of fish and birds, 
varieties of cactus, the moon, the rain, 
the stars. Living on the crest of a ridge in 
an old Japanese farmhouse that he rents 
for less than $50 a month, Gufudo 
gives over the greatest part of his days 
to planting, transplanting, staking, 
mulching, weeding, cultivating and 
occasionally harvesting the abundant 
vegetation that populates the terraced 
fields that descend into the valley below 
his home. 

Now, sitting with him in the warm, 
wood-paneled room in the center of the 
old house, he shows me his tattered 
notebook in which he has been keeping 
a yearly record of the bloom dates for 
over 200 kinds of flowers that live in 
his gardens. 

“e's strange,” he says, “that they 

all bloomed on the exact same day, 
year in and year out for more than eight 
years, then, this year, it was a particularly 
cold winter and they all bloomed 
exactly 10 days late in the same, perfect 
order all spring, until summer came, 
when they suddenly returned to their 
formerly established bloom dates. It’s 
curious, curious...” 

Without spending a penny on the 
project, he has - by means of his garden 
and this well-worn spiral notebook — 





reveled for more than a decade in the 
complexity and the abundance that the 
world rains down upon humanity. 

When he із not gardening, Gufudo is 
either reading obscure philosophical 
tracts into the wee hours of the night, 
cooking Indian and Nepali curries, 
pakoras and samosas, or, in his studio, 
turning pots on his kick-wheel and 
hand-sculpting in black clay one of his 
peculiar, blank-faced, totemic animal 
figures inspired by the art of the tribal 
peoples of the Dekkan Plateau of south- 
central India. Whatever he does, he 
avoids using cash. 

Gufudo’s complex and tangled 
gardens, however, are the fullest 
expression of his fascination for the 
world. They contain root-crops of Indian 
turmeric, aromatic bushes of lemon 
verbena, sub-tropical fruit trees and long, 
thick sponge gourds hanging pendulously 
from bamboo trellises. He delights in 
growing heirloom varieties of knobbed 
and bitter gourds, or glossy white and 
fragrant moonflowers. Last year he 
brought me down through the 
undergrowth to show me his crop of 
purple potatoes and some odd, hard- 
husked fruits with milky-sweet, 
black-seeded flesh. He stays in опе 
place and he knows it well. 

“It’s important to me to be someone 
who has time," he says. *I don't want to 
be too busy working or making money. 
T'd lose too much of life's enjoyment." 

I think back to the famous garden of 
raked gravel in the historic capital of this 
recently wealthy country, and I think of 
the hurried, grimacing tourists on their 
rushed and expensive itinerary through 
“Japanese culture.” What is it, at the 
core, that they are wanting? 

And then I feel myself, sitting here, 
at the table in the warm old farmhouse, 
drinking tea and laughing with a dear 
good friend. 


Andy Couturier is a literary essayist and 
the author of the forthcoming book, 

A Different Kind of Luxury (excerpts at 
<www.theopening.org/luxury>), which 
tells the stories of people who practice 
simple ways of life in Japan. 
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I'M ROLLING DOWN WELL-TRAVELLED TRACKS, CHATTING 
with an acquaintance about the weather, gardening, a TV show, 
a sports team. Or depositing money at the bank, or thinking 
about my errands. Life is unfolding by rote, pre-scripted by an 
invisible hand. Then suddenly, without warning, bang. 
Aneruption. 

I'm off the tracks, improvising in uncharted territory. That 
casual acquaintance is crying as she tells me about her recent 
emotional meltdown and inability to work. My bank teller 
softly confides that she has a softball-sized tumor on her kidney 
which she believes was caused by food additives and indoor 
pollution. My mailman asks, out of the blue, if Pm as disturbed 
by the prospect of war as he is. 

All ої а sudden I’m standing in the middle of the street, in 
an apartment hallway, or in a bank, sharing intense personal 
feelings and radical views on society with a near stranger. 

It's like one of those moments when the thin illusion of the play 
is stripped away, and instead the actors are gaping straight into 
each other’s own naked fears and longings. 

Maybe regular folk talked this way in the streets and bars and 
shops in the days leading up to the French Revolution, or the 
American Civil War. Maybe we're starting to do it more today. 

It seems that way. 

But we often resist being yanked out of our collective 
social and psychological customs. The first one to break the 
established order always feels overly exposed. No one wantsto 
spoil the party. And yet, doesn’t it seem ever-more difficult 
to avoid? 

Take the potluck dinner I recently attended. Mid-way 
through the meal, someone joked about someone else's 
vegetarianism, and that led to mutually contemptuous 
exchange. The volatile energy quickly spread around the table. 
The ham roast from the factory hog farm; the soy loaf from 
the edge of the disappearing rainforest; the unfairly traded 
chocolate, coffee and sugar in the cake — each person's dish 
became implicated in everything from environmental ecocide 
and indigenous genocide to infanticide and slow suicide. Then 
the moral finger-pointing expanded to people's sweatshop 
clothes, corporate jobs, mutual funds, pollution contributions, 


techno-gadget fetishes, and holier-than-thou attitudes. 

Like never before, 1 could see what a meager film was 
ordinarily insulating us from all of these painful facts about our 
society. Even when people tried to move the conversation to 
lighter topics, chats about football and the weather soon slipped 
again into ruminations about unfair concentrations of wealth 
and global climate change. We had stepped through the door. 
For this night, at least, there was no going back. 

It's ultimately futile to resist these shifts from the rote to 
the all-too-real. They’re coming, as surely as reality itself is 
encroaching on our dreams and illusions. I’ve decided the 
disruptions are a good thing; in fact, encourage them. It 
doesn’t take much. All you really have to do is look and listen, 
and you'll see a person's deep struggle hinted at in the tone of 
voice, the body posture, the furrows in the brows and the furtive 
eyes. Eventually, inevitably, something will slip out. One of you 
will mention a tragedy in the news, a money crunch, a longing 
for a loving partner. It may seem ordinary or trivial, but if 
you watch closely, you'll begin to sense that a deep-seated desire 
to find another way of life is tentatively rearing its head. It's a 
fleeting chance to connect more profoundly, to re-open and 
re-shape the automatic social relations in our numbed society. 
To confront, together. 

Nourishing and pursuing these shifts, I now see clearly why 
so many workplaces have to be so strict and mainstream media 
so propagandistic. 1 understand why we need judges, police 
and soldiers to enforce the established rules of human relations. 

It's because so many of us are so close – so desperately close — 
to eruption, 

Rob Wipond 














¿Pas sitting on an uncomfortable bed in a travel lodge in tahoe, california. i was reading “i, 
= the book The Gospel According To Larry апа i suddenly realized that i had become a 
teenage advertising whore with my Hurley sweatshirt (though i don't surf), my DC shoes 
(yeti don't skate) and my super-hip-and-trendy Hot Topic-based outfit . . . oh my гой... 


duct-taped over my logos, vowed never to shop at the mall again, and now i help outa 
feminist media watchdog group, i run a tolerance club at school, and i try to enlighten 
other hapless souls trapped in their corporate label bondage . . . 







– спаге! arnold, reformed advertisi 
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| ride the trolley to work every day, and I sit next to serial 
killers and amnesiacs. But Ido so underneath a cottony 
blanket of cumulus clouds and an endless sky of sapphire. 

“Pm going to Alasssska, man," says one Chuck Berry 
lookalike with slicked-back hair, sun-dried skin anda 
snaggletooth grin. “Tm going to ‘Alasssska, my man. Pm 
going to shoot me some grizzly bears!" 

Hes talking toa young Hispanic with baggy Sean Johns, 
Ê neatly trimmed mustache and a set of headphones around / 

his neck. 

"¿That's cool, dawg...” the younger man replies. 

«Yeah, I'm going to shoot me some grizzly bears. Tm 
going to have me an adventure!” says Chuck Berry ashe 
begins to re-tie а bowline in his nylon-rope- “Have you 
ever imagined what it'd be like?” (The bunny goes around 
the tree.) “Have you imagined what it'd be like to hunt 
grizzly bears?” (The bunny hops beneath the log.) “To 
hunt grizzly bears for a living?" (The bunny jumps in the 
hole and the knot is tied.) "That's what I'm gonna be doin’. 
Shoot me some grizzly bears, damn!” he guffaws. Іза 
hollow, raspy laughter; maybe he smoked away his laugh 

20 years ago. 

“Word, dawg?” says the Latin Eminem. 

«Yeah, I got а friend up there,” Chuck Berry continues. 
««Соте on up, man, Pm making tons of money huntin’ 
grizzlies, man," and Iwas like, ‘Shoot, ain't doin’ nuthin’ 
but trouble down here’ hmmm, hmmm ‘so what's the fuck 
do вого lose?” 

“Damn right, dawg. - · you ain’t got nuthin’ to lose.” 

‘Another rasp from Chuck Berry. 

My mind wandered. What an adventure for an old man 
with very few teeth. I envied his trip; whether for real or 

just in his delusional mind, he was going someplace. 
CHRISTOPHER DUTTON 
‘San Diego, California 
































m | "тез с teller machine inside my business, and I was pleased to 
- ss ssible to customize the messages on the 
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Ê DESTROY CAPITALISH. Ñ 
мы 


Even better, [also figured out how to change the receipt, which people will 
probably only notice after they get home and fish itout of their pockets: 
т гг JAMIE ZAWINSKI 
YO АЙЫ НОТ NOLIEBERTING ^^ DNALOUNGE 
or WAT ТОП UB San Francisco, California 
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After getting picked up by police under the "street sweep" regime of former 
New York mayor Rudy Giuliani, Shane Claiborne sued the city for police 
misconduct, wrongful arrest and "wrongful prosecution of people sleeping on 
the streets.” He won the case - and $10,000 – and proceeded to orchestrate а 
massive money drop (along with green "US antihero dollars") in front of the 
New York Stock Exchange on October 21. "We're trying to recognize the 
wreckage of the current system and live differently,” says Claiborne. 
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When you're walking, yes, you can push yourself. You can pump with your hands 
and press with your feet and work yourself into a real good sweat. That's treating 
. 


yourself like a machine, a robot that moves you from A to B. You can also take a few 
deep breaths and let your arms swing freely .. . fall into а natural rhythm... settle 
into a pace. You can feel the soles of your feet touch the ground with each step. 

You may sense a sudden almighty relief. You are in a kind of harmony. Ideas sparkle, 
emotions well up, breakthroughs erupt. Once in a while, your life veers off in a whole 
new direction. 
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You are walking through the heart of the city when it happens: you pause in a 
momentary stalemate, pedestrian versus car, with neither side sure who has the right of 
way. This time, though, you act without hesitation. You take the right of way, and feel 
the pleasure wave of a small psycho-victory. This is the way that car culture fades. 

In some places - Australia, Paris, Los Angeles — human beings constantly defer to 
cars. It's a mindset that has been decades in the making, like gridlock or the freeway 
system. But in a few big cities like Vancouver, or even New York, you'd be surprised. 
There, the car is not the king of the road; people boldly step or ride in front of traffic. 

A new psycho-dynamic із taking over, a healthy reversal of the street pecking order. 


SU still in ‘your home With the power aF for 15 ondes 
then sit shili with ety appliance turned on for IS minutes . 








Because so much is in the ritual, be attentive to the moment. As you fill the kettle, do 
not worry about what kind of kettle. As the water pours in, do not worry about what 
kind of water. Heat the water to a strongly steaming, rolling boil. Now pour the 
scalding water into a mug or cup. (If you listen with care, you will hear the surface hiss.) 
Sip the hot water and let its flavor fill your mouth. It may taste sweet, or earthy; it may 
remind you of your own blood. 

Drink only hot water for several days. Finally, follow the same pattern, this time 
pouring the boiling water over a single green leaf of sage. 
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Today, you will watch TV in a different way. You have been watching passively, but. 
today you will see the television with an acute awareness, mindfulness and precision. 
Ordinarily, you would watch TV without also being able to observe and experience the 
experience of watching TV. But a simple thought experiment can reveal the act. 

Begin by arranging yourself in front of the TV as if you were about to start watching. 
Next, attempt to bring your mind into a sudden awareness - to become alert in an 
instant. You may feel a sense that you have “stopped the world.” Now watch television 
for one half hour without turning it on. 

Your first thought will be to reject this idea. “I refuse to waste 30 minutes of my 
time.” Is it possible that this is a valuable waste of time? Is it possible that “wasting 
time” is one way to study society? Is it possible that your first insight will be that you 
would only have wasted the next 30 minutes in a slightly different way? 


AFTER VISITING DOZENS OF RADICAL CHRISTIAN COMMUNITIES 
and drinking the wisdom of the early church, six of us from 
Eastern College moved into Kensington, the poorest 
neighborhood in Philadelphia, and The Simple Way was born. 


We had no big visions for programs or community development. 


We wanted only to be passionate lovers of God and people and 
to take the gospel way of life seriously. 

Some of us dropped out of school, some finished; some of us 
have careers, some don't. People sometimes ask what we *do 
all day” at The Simple Way, and our answer is, “Nothing 
spectacular." We play with kids. Sometimes we see them die. 
We feed people who are hungry. We turn people away. We run 
a community store called The Gathering — neighbors can come 
in and fill a grocery bag with clothes for a dollar or find a couch, 
a bed, a refrigerator. Sometimes people donate beautiful things 
for us to share with our neighbors; other times they donate their 
used toothbrushes. 

We make gardens amidst the concrete wreckage around us. 
We plant flowers inside old TV screens and computer monitors. 
We see our friends waste away from drug addiction. We watch 
the police facilitate the drug industry. We rehab abandoned 
houses. We share life with our neighbors and try to take care 
of each other. We hang out on the streets. We get fined for 
distributing food. We go to jail for sleeping under the stars. 

We win in court. We have friends in prison and on death row. 
We stand in the way of state-sanctioned execution and of the 
prison industrial complex. 

We are an anti-profit organization. We wrestle to free 
ourselves from macro-charity and things like short-term mission 
trips, tax-exempt donations, and other acts of goodwill that 
serve to legitimize lifestyles of well-intentioned numbness and 
to avoid the revolutionary call to discover a new way of life in 








beloved community. We visit rich people and have them visit 

us. We preach, prophesy, and dream about how to awaken 

the church from her violent slumber. Sometimes we speak to 
change the world; other times we speak to keep the world from 
changing us. We are about ending poverty, not simply managing 
it. We tear down the walls that have been built up around the 
pond, and we figure out who polluted it. 

We fight terrorism: the terrorism within each of us, the 
terrorism of corporate greed, the terrorism of American 
consumerism, the terrorism of war. We are not pacifist hippies 
but passionate lovers who abhor both passivity and violence. 
We try to make the world safe, knowing that the world will 
never be safe as long as millions live in poverty so that the few 
can live as they wish. We believe in another way of life which 
stands in direct opposition to the “principalities, powers, and 
rulers of this dark world” (Ephesians 6:12). In this place, the 
poor are blessed and so аге the peacemakers. 

Аз we explore deeper alternatives to existing worldly 
structures, we imagine barter economies, money collectives 
for emergencies (instead of insurance), prophetic interruptions 
to war and theft, sustainable urban gardening and energy 
alternatives, or just the recycling of the consumptive world's 
wreckage to create things of beauty. We have been deeply 
polluted by the world, and it takes incredible creativity and all 
of us learning together to be faithful to the Way. People often 
ask if we are evangelical. I say, “Absolutely.” We want to spread 
the kingdom of God. Activists and believers are everywhere 
nowadays, but lovers are hard to come by. 


Shane Claiborne, on behalf of The Simple Way, 
<www.thesimpleway.org>. Reprinted with permission from the 
Sept./Oct. 2002 issue of PRISM magazine. 





My niece - she's six - is already caught up in all of it. When | see her, the first 
words out of her mouth are “What did you bring me?" And if I didn't bring 
her anything she gets mad and starts to pout. Christmas is a smorgasbord of 
toys, candy, books and clothes for her, her sister and her little brother. But 
last year, | decided to make them something instead of getting caught up in 
all the buying. | made the girls each a pair of jeans with some butterfly 
patches on them and was hurt when the youngest one threw hers back in 
my face, telling me they weren't the Tommy Hilfiger jeans she had wanted. 
Then she demanded to know where the Abercrombie t-shirt was that she 
had asked me to buy. My own sister thought it was a great joke and asked me 
where the kids’ “real” presents were. | told her off in front of our entire family. 
How she was encouraging my nieces and nephew to become mindless 
fashion clones and how they were entirely wrapped up in materialistic crap 
that would never make them happy, only more depressed when the things 
that satisfied them yesterday didn’t make them happy anymore. Since then, 
my sister has tried to turn things around, but the kids are still completely 
involved in designer clothing and things | never thought about until | was 
a teenager. 

Isay all this to make a point: that we continue the legacy of capitalism 
when we encourage our children to care only about material goods that will 
never fill the voids they are bought to mask. 
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Amanda Crawford 
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Conventional revolution is an empty promise - defiance is futile 
against a power as great as this one, So what do we do? We join 
the enemy and fuel the problem. Work alongside them and 
behind them, with them and against them. If you flag yourself. 
asan opponent you will be quickly destroyed; work in disguise, 
conceal your intentions. Calculated strategy, deception, 
misdirection and stealth are a cooperative resistor's principles. 
Open defiance, counter-resistance and direct opposition should 
be abandoned. Group resistance is futile as well - the central 
powers are fully aware of these techniques and have been 
dealing with them since the beginning of time. Individual efforts, 
however, go unnoticed and eventually pile up, creating a great 
and sudden force that takes the enemy by surprise. 








Anonymous 
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Erwin Wurm, Be Lazy (2001), courtesy. 
Vedanta Galery. Appeared in 
PARACHUTE #105. 


CaseyOrr 
from Portraits of 
Anarchists, AK Press 


net 


Karin Bubs 


Brian Joley 


‘Skateboard text and 
aesthetic inspiration 
The ULF. (zine) 
Jared Maher 


\ustrations (opening 
spreads) and collages 
Valerie Thai 











Jenny Gage 
courtesy Luhving Augustine 
Gallery, uhringaugustine.com 


egsberg 
simonhoegsberg c 





Success, by Mieke G 
from catalogue of St 





тілеп 
геев 






Concept: Souvenir 


info@souvenurfrombarcelona.com 
Photography. Alicia Agullera and Juan Sala, 
for 


Make up and hair; Carlos С. Giver 
rvimatge, Model Eva at La Agen 





Seth wynne 
PDA хі com. 


“Headshot, by Michael Wilson 
from Pop Patriotism, Momenta Art 
jew York, September 2002 











Andrew stern 


ч ымм] Todas 








capacity to Feinvent The world? 


0 
ко 
RTT 
ج‎ 
س‎ 








VHESUMMER DAY 
Who made the world? 
но made the swan, and the black b 
grasshopper, I mean ~ 
he one who has flung herself out of the grass, 
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand, 


hos moving her jaws baek And forth instead of upand ома 
وو‎ 5 
Whois gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes, 


Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face. _ 


Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away, 
То know exactly what a prayer is. 

146 know how to pay attention, how ro fall di 

into the grass, how to kneel Own ín thé grass, | 
how to be idle and blessed, HOw to stroll through th 


ast, and too soon? 
it you plan to dos 























